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Act.  I. 

THE  QUARREL  BETWEEN  JOHN  RODMAN  AND  RALPH 
MORTON. 


Act  II. 
THE  RUIN  OF  RALPH  MORTON,  AND  His  AWAKENING. 

Act  III. 
THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  PROXIES.    RODMAN'S  DEFEAT. 

Act  IV. 
THE  REDEMPTION  OF  RODMAN. 


ACT  I. 


The  splendid  offices  of  JOHN  RODMAN  &  COMPANY, 
Wall  Street,  New  York.  The  room  shown  is  the 
main  reception  room,  to  which  everybody  of  im- 
portance is  admitted.  It  is  entered  at  Back  Centre 
by  two  double  glazed  doors,  upon  which  the  name 
John  Rodman  &  Co.,  Bankers,  appears  in  gold  let- 
ters. Beyond  these  double  glazed  doors  are  other 
glazed  partitions,  showing  other  offices.  On  right 
and  left  of  reception  room  are  offices  separated  by 
glazed  partitions,  which  are  entered  by  single  glazed 
doors.  The  office  right  discloses  clerks  at  their 
desks,  but  the  room  left  is  shut  off  from  view  by  a 
handsome  damask  curtain.  The  furniture  and 
other  fixtures  of  the  reception  room  are  of  the 
sumptuous  order  now  used  by  large  corporations. 
TIME. 

Nine  o'clock  in  the  morning  of  the  autumn  of  1903. 
The  electric  lights  are  still  burning  in  the  offices, 
right,  but  daylight  is  seen  through  the  double 
doors  centre  back,  and  also  through  the  partition 
of  Directors'  Room,  left,  partly  hidden  by  a  da- 
mask curtain. 

DISCOVERED. 

HUNT,  an  old  and  faithful  employee,  is  standing  in 
front  of  the  double  doors,  whilst  MR.  GEORGE 
WENDHAM,  private  secretary  to  JOHN  RODMAN,  is 
busily  occupied  at  a  large  table  desk,  right.  A 
page,  a  young  boy  of  about  fourteen  years  of  age, 
stands  beside  MR.  WENDHAM'S  desk.  This  boy  is 
attired  in  a  blue  suit,  roundabout  jacket  with  brass 
buttons,  and  has  an  alert  air  and  a  full  apprecia- 
tion of  the  dignity  of  his  position.  A  spirit  of 
activity  marks  the  opening  scenes. 
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Hunt. 

HUN  i. 

Y'-~.  sii-. 

\\'I:MHI  A.M. 

Take  these  luniks  into  the  director-'  room,  and  -»•.•  tliat 
everyihini:  is  made  ready  for  tin-  me.-tini:  hefoiv  the 
directors  arrive.  I  lurry  ! ! 

HIM. 

\<  i, tin's  ilnirii  inn!  (n/.'i's  tin'  liii'il.-s  utf'-ri'tl  him. 
a*  In-  /loes  so.]     You  have  forgot ti-n  Mr.  Kodman's 
and  ink,  sir. 

\\V.\mi  \.M. 

Oh!  no,  I  havm'!.  lien-  it  i-.  |  II ••  hnmh  hint  a  gold 
pen  and  an  olil-fuxhiinn'il  ////,•  xlmnl.\  I  have  not  Ix-cn 
Mr.  Hodman's  scciviar\  for  tm  years,  not  to  know  \\liat 
lie  wants. 

HUNT. 

[Gt'rrx  n    nn,l  of  njijiroriil  ami  y/"»-<  x   into   l>ir 
Room  L..   trJiili-   \V I-:\I>IIAM    r<'xiini<-s  ///>   dnlu-x  nt  /n'x 
desk.] 

\VKMHI  A.M. 

\Ohsi'rriiii/  x'hin  j^i/iri-s  In1  IHIX  OVtiiookid,  /mini* 
ih /'in  In  I lir  Jin///'  mill  sni/s.  \ 

Horc.  hoy:  take  these  [tapers  into  Hunt. 

|  'I'll i'  j>ti</<:  tuL'i's  tin-  I>II/IITS  inn/  r///r/->  ]iir>  I'tnrs' 
Room  L.  | 

l-Jntrr  THOMAS  CI;AM:. 

[He   nniK's    in    tln-'itii/h    Hi''   iloithli'   ilnnrs   nii'iiinmi ' 
mnl.    will  lex    (mrnnl    \\"i:M»ll\M,    trltont    hi'    "/<> 
hiixih/  ni-m/iii'il.     CI;AM:  is  n  liifn'nil  <h  t"  tin-.  *h<ir}> 
mill  ulrrt.  mnl  is  jilninlij  uttim!  in  n  m-ni/  snrk  suit. 
Ih   si  mnls  mi  ins  I  mi  I.  \ 
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WENDHAM. 

[Stops,  looks  up  and  says.}  Ah!  Good  morning, 
Crane. 

CRANE. 

[Preoccupied,  hat  in  hand.}  Good  morning.  [Pause.'] 
Has  Mr.  Rodman  come  down  yet? 

WENDHAM. 
Xo,  not  yet. 

CRANE. 

[Regarding  ///*•  watch.']     Nine  o'clock. 

WENDHAM. 
I  expect  him  any  moment,  though. 

CRANE. 
Then  I'll  wait  and  make  my  report  to  him. 

WENDHAM. 

Very  good.  I  hope  you  told  the  directors  to  be  on 
time?  This  is  an  important  meeting. 

CRANE. 

I  did,  sir.  Oli !  they  know  that  Mr.  Rodman  never 
sends  a  call  by  the  chief  of  his  secret  service  unless 
there's  something  doing. 

WENDHAM. 
Of  course.     Of  course. 

[CRANE  passes  R.,  takes  a  chair  and  seats  him- 
self.'] 

[Enter  a  CLERK  from  office  R.} 

CLERK. 

[Advances  and  hands  Mr.  Wendham  a  list  of  names 
covering  several  pages  of  paper.}  Is  this  the  list  you 
wish,  sir? 
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Wl.MMi  '.  M. 

[Look*  ut  it  inn/  .SV///X  nn<jr'ilij.\  ( 'onl'ound  ii.  n<>.  I 
want  tin-  names  of  the  registered  stockholder-;  <.f  The 
Amalgamated  Company.  |  /''orci-fulli/.  \  The  Amalga- 
mated Steel  and  Inui  ( 'o!ii|);uiy.  Do  you  understand  ': 

CLERK. 
[Blankly.']    Kh ! 

WKNDII  \.M. 

Oh!  hang  it!  I'll  get  it  myself;  we  h;i\v  no  time  to 
lose. 

[The  CLKUK.  nun-It  <-rr.<lf<i!li-n.  rr-i-ntrrx  tin'  <>fli<-,' 
«.] 

HUNT. 

[Comes  out  of  the  Director*'  L'nnni  L..  x  toward 

the  double  doors  C.  B.] 

\YKMHI.\M. 

[Rising.]     Show  the  directors  in  as  soon  as  th- 
rive, Hunt. 

HUNT. 

[Nods  in  assent,  passes  to  double  doors  and  looks  out, 
saying.]  Why,  they  are  coming  now,  sir.  |  AV/7  Hi  XT.] 

WEN  mi  AM. 

[Pa-ssiny  toward  office  R.~\  Good!  [As  he  is  about  to 
enter  he  stops  and  says  to  CRANE.]  See  that  no  one 
but  the  directors  enter  that  room.  |  r<>intin<j  />.]  You 
know  them  all. 

ClJAN  !.. 

[Rising.']    Yes,  sir. 

|  \Vr.\iMiAM  enters  office  11. \ 
Enter  THE  DIRECTORS. 

[DAVID  CilAMi'.KKl.lx  mill  \\'AI.TI:I;   lli:m><>\    enter,  unit 
in   n  nn.     ( 'n  \  M  m. i;  i. IN    />•  n   iliri'itor  nf  tin-   i/mnnj 
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and  dashing  type.  HEDDON,  the  self-satisfied  and 
unbending.  CRAM:  Imir*  1<>  Ilicin  as  they  enter, 
saying.] 

CEAKE. 
Good  morning,  gentlemen. 

CHAMBERLIN. 
[Nervously.'}     I  hope  we  are  on  time. 

CRANE. 

You  are  the  first  to  arrive,  sir.      [He  crosses  and 
holds  the  door  of  D.  R.  open,  saying.]     Walk  in. 

[They  enter  D.  R.  L.] 

[JOHN  WATTS  now  enters.  He  is  a  little  old  man. 
dressed  in  a  shabby  suit  with  a  green  baize  bag  on 
his  right  arm,  and  an  old  umbrella  under  his  left. 
He  comes  down  unsteadily  and  meets  CRANE,  say- 
ing in  a  feeble  voice.] 

WATTS. 
Am  I  on  time,  Mr.  Crane? 

CRANE. 
Yes,  Mr.  Watts. 

WATTS. 
[Looking  about.]  Where's  Rodman? 

CRANE. 
He  hasn't  arrived  yet,  sir. 

WATTS. 
Then  why  did  he  call  us  down  so  early  ? 

CRANE. 
The  meeting  is  an  important  one,  sir. 

WATTS. 
Then  there's  a  big  deal  on  ? 
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^  .  -. 

WATTS. 

I  !«-.  he.  h'>!  i  kne\v  it.  |  /'O////M;  »>•///.  |  Well,  as 
president  of  The  South  \\f~!>TM  Tni-t  ('niii|.;my.  I  am 

prepared  to  participate  in  any  deal  that  will  make  money 
for  us.  [Confidentially.]  Kidman  and  1  have  lloated 
a  lot  of  companies  together. 

CI;\M:. 
I  know  that.  sir. 

WATTB. 

lie.  lie.  he!  And  I'll  tell  y.ni  this.  Crane:  \\e  under- 
-tand  each  other,  lie.  he.  he!  He's  my  sort.  Business 
is  business  with  us. 

CRAM:. 

Quite  right,  sir.  |7//-  /;o/</.s  the  door  uf  I>.  II.  open 
and  says.]  Walk  in. 

WATTS. 


[Advancr*   unstnnlili/.  and  as  lie  r  ////•/-.-•  ."Hi/*  ///   mi 
\  big  deal  on  and  he  needs  me.     He.  in-,  he! 

|  AV//  JOHN  WATTS.    He  enters  D.  R.  L.~\ 

[CntUS  BRANDT  and  I>I-.N.I.\MIN  HMJUMAN  //•//.-  ,-..„/«  in. 

BRANDT  i*  «  ilin'>-li,r  of  the  d.^lnfi'  <nu!  l<</n!  ti//><'. 

HARUMAX   nf  tin'  Ininl  <in<l   nnhfinliiiii.  nrixt<n-r>itii- 

da  fit*.  | 

P.KAXDT. 

[To  C'lJAXK.'l      Have  all  the  directors  arrived.  Crane? 

Ci:\\  i  . 

\M.    ^fr.  Brandt.      Mr.    Arnold   has  not  come   down 
yet? 

BRANDT. 

[T<>  II  AHUM  \\.  |      lie's  alua\<  late. 
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CRANE. 
[Opens  the  door  I).  R.  and  they  enter.'] 

Exeunt  BRANDT  and  HARDMAN  D.  R.] 

Enter  REGINALD  RODMAN. 

[He  is  a  young  man  of  about  twenty-one  years  of  age, 
faultlessly  attired  in  the  style  of  the  day.  He  en- 
ters leisurely  and  walks  toward  the  directors'  Room.] 

CRANE. 

[Seeing  that  REGINALD  intends  to  enter  the  Directors' 
Room,  says.]  You  can't  go  in  there,  sir. 

REGINALD. 

[Coolly. .]     Why  not  ? 

CRANE. 
Those  are  my  orders. 

REGINALD. 
But  I'm  Reginald  Rodman. 

CRANE. 

I  know  that,  sir.  [Pause.]  But  you  are  not  a  director, 
are  you  ? 

REGINALD. 
No. 

CRANE. 

Well,  I  can't  allow  you  to  go  in  there.  They  are  hold- 
ing a  meeting. 

REGINALD. 

[Somewhat  rebuffed.]  Ah !  [He  saunters  off  to  centre 
stage,  turns  and  says  nonchalantly.]  I  suppose  you 
know  there's  a  big  deal  on  to-day  ? 

CRANE. 

[Nods  in  assent.] 
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I,'!  (,  IN  M.I  I. 

Well,  I'm  comiiiee-l  iffl  I  he  larp-t  ;iii'l  -ai'.'st  the 
governor  has  ever  manipulated. 

CRANE. 

Did  your  father  tell  you  so? 

RKGINAJ.II. 

Oh.  no;  he  would  not  lie  likely  to  do  that.     lie  thinks 
a  fool.     But  I'll  show  him  some  day  that   I'm  not 
such  a  fool  as  he  thinks. 

Ci;\\i:. 
j  /,'•  </nrilx  Jiini   ri/itinilii/.\      Kit? 

EEGIXALD. 

\Xitw  speaks  rdnifslli/  <nid  rapidly.]  Crane,  I  tell 
you,  this  whole  Wall  Street  name  is  as  crooked  a>  a 
Faro  T.aiik.  Ye?,  it  is,  and  there's  only  one  way  to  win 
out. 

CRANE. 

/.']    that's  that? 


To  het  on  a  sum  thin-. 

CRANE. 
Oh! 

REGINALD. 

The  ^oveniiu-  never  puts  up  a  dollar  until  he  has  a 
sure  thing. 

CRA 
Indeed  ? 

REGINALD. 

5Ti  -.  and  if  T  could  £ot  in  there.  I  tliink  I  could 
tip  that  -would  lie  worth  a  fortune. 


14  "THE  PARTING  OF  THE  WAYS" 

CRANE. 
Well,  you  can't  go  in. 

REGINALD. 
[Attempts  to  pass  CRANE.]     Oh,  nonsense. 

CRANE. 

[Prevents  him  by  standing  directly  in  front  of  the 
door.~\  Come,  come,  young  man.  None  of  that. 

REGINALD. 

[Seeing  that  he  is  foiled,  says  petulantly.]  Damn  it. 
I'll  get  the  information  in  spite  of  you.  [He  then 
walks  to  centre  stage,  and  suppressing  his  anger,  M//.S 
coolly.]  Will  you  be  kind  enough  to  step  in  and  ask 
Mr.  John  Arnold  to  come  out  to  see  me  ? 

CRAXE. 
Mr.  Arnold  has  not  arrived  yet,  sir. 

REGINALD. 

[Gives  ft  slight  start,  recovers  himself  and  tlicn  says.] 
So  much  the  better.  [He  passes  toward  the  double 
doors,  stops  an  instant,  turns  and  says  calmly.]  When 
the  governor  comes  in  tell  him  I  want  to  see  him. 

CRANE. 
Very  well,  sir. 

[REGINALD  passes  rapidly  out  C.  B.  E.  As 
REGINALD  exits  by  the  vestibule  going  out  L., 
HUNT  comes  out  of  the  Directors'  Room,  fol- 
lowed by  the  PAGE,  carrying  some  law  books. 
HUNT  goes  to  the  double  doors  back  centre, 
looks  out  at  REGINALD,  who  has  passed  out  L.. 
then  turns,  looks  down  the  vestibule  E.  and  re- 
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turns.      '!'!/'•    ]'\<  /////>,/  tirrniujimj    th>' 

books  on    Mi;.    ?  whi-n    II 

re-cnicr^.  | 

HUN  i . 
\'l'ii  TACK.  |     (in  mis\  then-,  the  old  mail  i.- coming. 

l'\< 
Ain't  I  husy  r     |  ///•  <irr<nnj<'s  I  In-  /»//><•/•*•  on  the  desk.~\ 

HUN  i. 

You'll  stand  watchinir.  ju-t  the  same. 

CAGE. 

Oh  !      1  earn  my  salary  all  ri^lit. 

II  i 'NT. 

You  kid,  you  don't  know  what  work  is  yet. 

PAGE. 
Don't  I  ? 

III  \T. 

No! 

Klld'r    .loilN      K'oDMAN. 

[He  comes  in  through  the  vcxtHmlf  /.'.  mnl  /ni*xi'x  nip- 
idly  through  the  double  ilnm-s  I!.  <'.  KOM.MAN  i*  <i 
powerful  man,  over  six  feet  in  In-it/hili.  i>mbably 
fifty  years  of  age  ami  of  a.  most  coiunmndimj 
ence.  His  hnir  /x  irnn  <//''•//.  uml  In-  .•>•///•((/,•>•  in  ,i 
sharp,  (fiii<-k  authoritative  immnrr  flnit  rumntmiil* 
attention.] 

RODICAK. 

\\eiidhaiii,  \Veiidhnni  !     Where's  Wendhain? 

Id  XT. 

He's  in  there,  sir.     \  I'ninliii,/  to  office  1!.\      He'll  l.e 
hack  in  a  moment. 
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RODMAN. 

Tell  him  I'm  here,  will  }'ou?      [To   PAGE.]    Here, 
Bob! 

PAGE. 

[Comes  over,  stands  in  a  soldierly  fashion,  awaiting 
orders.] 

RODMAN. 

Here,  take  this  in  to  the  Cashier.     [He  hands  him  a 
letter.'] 

[HUNT  passes   into   the   offices   E.     The  PAGE 
passes    out    through    double    doors    and    off 
through  the  vestibule  L.] 
[Crane  arises  and  comes  toward  RODMAN.] 

RODMAN. 

[Recognizing    CRANE.]      Oh !    is   that   you,    Crane  ? 
\Yhat  report? 

CRANE. 
Every  director  is  here  except  Mr.  Arnold,  sir. 

RODMAN. 
Good,  that  was  quick  work. 

CRANE. 
Thank  you,  sir. 

RODMAN. 
What  report  have  you  on  The  Loyalty  Trust  Co.  ? 

CRANE. 
[Handing  him  a  packet  of  papers.]     Here  it  is. 

RODMAN. 
And  the  Alliance  Refining  Co.? 

CRANE. 
Here,  sir.     [He  hands  him  another  packet  of  papers.] 
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\lt<'</<inls    Illl'    jHK-L-rt.  |         You     !ia\e    >eclired     -nine    \illll- 

ahle  informal  inn  this  time.  (  'nine. 

CRANE. 

They    will   (!u   well    to  accede  (,,  y<ilir  term-. 
1,'i.HM  \\. 

if  they   don't   conn-   to   term-   DOW.   we'll    eni-h 
them.     Anything  else  to  report  '-. 

CRANE. 

No.  not  at  present,  sir. 


llo\v   loii^'  have  you   heeii    in   our  ser\ire. 


CBANB. 

t  \\cnt  \-ii\e  yean. 


Do  you    reineinlier    what    a    fuss   our    ilireetor-    made 
when  t  insisted  on   or^ani/.inir  this  Seci'et    Service  De- 

partment 'i 

(  IB  INK. 

^'e^.    sir.     I     dii. 


Do  you  think  there  is  a  seerei  scr\  ice  in  any  of  the 
capitals  of  Kurope.  the  e<|tial  of  oil!'-  : 

CRANE. 

I   am  sure  there  is  not  ;  we  have  the  he>t   -tatf  in  the 

world. 

KIH>M  \\. 

Well.  1  am  determined  that  it  shall  remain  so.  It 
costs  a  lot,  but  what  of  that?  (live  me  accurate  infor- 
mation regard  in<{  a  competitor,  and  I'll  heat  him  »iit 
every  time  —  e\er\  time. 
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CRANE. 

Quite  right,  sir.  Can  I  be  of  any  further  service 
now? 

RODMAN. 

[Kindly. ,]     Xo,  if  I  need  you,  I'll  call  you  up. 

CRANE. 
[Going.'}     Good  morning,  Mr.  Rodman. 

RODMAN. 
Good  morning. 

[He    crosses    L.    as    WENDHAM    enters.      Exit 
CRANE  C.  B.] 

Re-enter  WENDHAM. 

WENDHAM. 
[Comes  out  of  office  E.  and  stands  expectant.~\ 

RODMAN. 

[Recognizing  him.']  Ah !  Wendham,  did  you  ascer- 
tain how  many  shares  I  own  in  The  Amalgated  Steel 
and  Iron  Company  ? 

WENDHAM. 
Yes,  sir.    You  hold  thirty-five  thousand  shares. 

RODMAN. 
Hm-m.    Thirty-five  thousand  shares? 

WENDHAM. 
You  are  the  largest  investor  in  the  company. 

RODMAN. 

Have  you  any  idea  how  many  shares  Richard  Morton 
&  Son  are  carrying? 

WENDHAM. 

I  think  about  twenty-four  thousand. 
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ROD! 

Has  Morton  cornc  down  vet  'J. 

\Vl-.N  !.!i  \M. 

No,  sir. 

RODMAN. 

Ask  Mr.  Watts  to  step  in  hnv  a  moment. 

WENDBAX, 

[Crosses  to  the  Directors'  Room  L.,  opens  it  and  says.'] 
Mr.  Watts,  if  you  please. 

He-enter  JOHN  WATTS. 

[He  comes  in  without  his  hat  or  umbrella,  but  with 
lite  green  baize  in</  *////  <>n  li!«  arm.  He  walks  up 
unsteadily  toward  WBNDHAM.] 

WENDIIAM. 
[To  WATTS.]     Mr.  Rodman  wishes  to  see  you. 

JOHN  WATTS. 

[Nods  in  assent,  then  advances  toward  RODMAN*, 
chuckling  to  liimsclfJ]  He,  he,  he!  [Peeping  slyly 
over  his  spectacles.]  Want  to  see  me,  Rodman  ? 

RODMAN. 

[Curtly.']  Yes!  \Looking  him  square  in  the  face.'] 
Watts,  this  is  a  very  important  meeting,  and  if  you 
stick  by  me  it  will  be  to  your  advantage. 

JOHN  WAITS. 
Haven't  I  always  stuck  by  you  ? 

RODMAN. 

Yes.  [Pauses.]  But  before  I  proceed  I  must  know 
just  where  you  and  the  other  directors  stand? 


20  "THE  PARTING  OF  THE  WAYS" 

JOHN  WATTS. 

[In  a  high,  wheezy  voice.]  Stand !  stand ! !  What  do 
you  mean  ? 

RODMAN. 

[Bluntly.]  Have  you  sold  any  Amalgamated  stock 
short  recently? 

JOHN  WATTS. 

[Surprised.]     I  never  sell  short.    You  know  that. 

RODMAN. 
Of  course,  of  course.    Well,  have  you  sold  any  at  all  ? 

JOHN  WATTS. 

[Still  more  surprised.]  No,  why  should  I?  It's  a 
good  dividend-paying  stock,  isn't  it? 

RODMAN. 

[Avoids  his  question  and  says  sharply  to  WENDHAM.] 
Wendham,  I  wish  you  and  Mr.  Watts  to  ascertain  from 
the  other  directors  just  where  they  stand  also. 

JOHN  WATTS. 
But  Mr.  Rodman — I — eh  !     ... 

RODMAN. 

[Cutting  him  short.]  I'll  explain  everything  to  you 
in  a  few  moments. 

JOHN  WATTS. 

[Attempting  to  speak.]  But  I  don't  understand— 
I — eh — 

RODMAN. 

[Authoritatively.]     Oh,  do  as  I  tell  you. 
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\\~KMill  A.M. 

Come,    Mr.    Watt.-.       \l/i     liikrs   Itiiu    hi/    (In'   uriii    nn-l 
Hi  I'lj  I'liliTi'd  l>.  /,'.  /,.  1 

r  .Ion  \  AUNOLD. 

|.l.x-  t/ii'i/  t'.ril.  Ai;\oi,D  t-ntt'i-s  C,  />'.  //''  /*  "  finr  iji'ti- 
t/i'ii/un  of  tin'  <>///  sclnntl.  in-rlt<ii>x  xi.rfi/  years  of 
age.] 


[Looking   ;///.]     Ah,  th»-re  you  are,  John. 

A/.x-  //////'/.  |     llo\v  iiiiiiiy  shares  of  Amalgamated  do  you 
own? 

A  i:  SOLD. 
ixt'd.  \     I  think  aliout  ten  thousand. 


RODMAN. 

Do  you  want  to  double  thai  amount:' 

AKNOI.D. 
Certainly  —  but  — 

RODM  A  N  . 

^'oti  can  do  it,  John,  if  you  will  stick  by  me  in  the 
fijrht  I  expect  on  to-day. 

A  I!  SOLD. 

What'.-  the  trouble.  Rodman? 

ROUM  \\. 
It's  a  case  of  insubordination. 

A  i;  SOLD. 
Oh!! 


You  know  1'irhard  "Morton  \   Son-  are  the  bi-..k, 
the  Company. 
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ARNOLD. 
Yes. 

RODMAN. 

Well,  Morton  refuses  longer  to  take  his  orders  from 

me. 

ARNOLD. 

What.! ! 

RODMAN. 

If  this  continues  he  may  thwart  our  plans. 

ARNOLD. 

How  so? 

RODMAN. 

[Irritated.']  Have  I  not  told  you  that  the  stock  is  too 
high? 

ARNOLD. 

Too  high? 

RODMAN. 

Yes,  and  that  the  time  is  ripe  for  a  decline. 

ARNOLD. 
[Dumbfounded.']     A  decline? 

RODMAN. 
Yes,  a  decline.    Can't  you  understand  ? 

ARNOLD. 

I  think  I  do,  but  I  fail  to  see  how  you  can  justify  a 
decline  in  the  face  of  our  report  that  showed  the  com- 
pany to  be  in  a  most  flourishing  condition. 

RODMAN. 

We  did  not  make  that  report.  It  was  published  by 
Richard  Morton  &  Sons. 
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A  i;  SOLD. 

But  they  arc  our  agents  and  dare  not  make  it  with- 
out our  authority. 

RODMA  N  . 

|  Fiercely. J     Now,  look 'here,  John;  you  are  always 
looking  for  difficulties.    This  fellow  Morton  has  grown    " 
too  hig  for  us;  we  must  clip  his  wings. 

A  i; SOLD. 

What !  because  he  refuses  to  become  a  party  to  a 
transaction  that  he  considers  [He  checks  his  anger] 
unwise  ? 

RODMAN. 

Well,  unless  he  changes  his  attitude,  I  have  deter- 
mine! that  we  shall  take  our  account  from  him  and  give 
it  to  Taylor  &  Company. 

ARNOLD. 
Oh  '.  don't  do  that. 

RODMAN. 

[Savagely.]  I  shall  allow  no  broker  to  dictate  terms 
to  me. 

.  \KNOLD. 
But  you  will  gain  his  enmity. 

RODMAN. 

There  you  go  croaking  again.  Do  you  suppose  for 
one  moment  that  I  shall  allow  that  to  stand  in  my  way  ? 

A  I:\OLD. 

Probably  not.  But  here's  a  case  where  I  advise  you 
to  be  careful. 

RODMAN. 
Why? 
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ARNOLD. 

Because  Ralph  Morton  is  no  ordinary  man.  He's 
resourceful — 

RODMAN. 

Yes — and  as  stubborn  as  a  mule — but  the  time  has 
come  when  he  must  be  made  to  do  as  he  is  told.  We  can 
make  millions  by  this  decline,  and  if  I  know  the  temper 
of  the  directors  they  will  allow  no  sentiment  to  stand 
in  their  way. 

ARNOLD. 

Xo  doubt,  no  doubt.  But  I  repeat,  you  will  do  well 
not  to  break  with  Ralph  Morton. 

RODMAN. 
Oh.  damn  Ralph  Morton. 

ARNOLD. 
You  underestimate  your  man. 

RODMAN. 

Bah  !  where  is  John  Temple,  the  man  who  thought 
he  would  dictate  terms  to  us  only  a  year  ago? 

ARNOLD. 
[Sadly.']  Ruined ! 

RODMAN. 
And  Sutton  &  Company  ? 

ARNOLD. 

Ruined/ 

RODMAN. 
And  the  Geary  Company  with  all  their  millions? 

ARNOLD. 

Ruined.  \Sadly.~]  Oh,  I  know  you  have  always  had 
your  own  A\  ay. 
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U'ol.M  AN. 

and  I'm  <:<>in^  to  have  it  no\\  :  do  you  siippo>r 
that  we  shall  alln\v  Richard  Morton  \-  Sons  with  a  paltry 
capital  of  six  millions  to  lay  the  law  down  to  us?  When 
Ralph  Morton  owns  a  majority  of  the  -lock  of  the  Amal- 
gamated Company,  then  we  may  listen  to  him  —  not  IM-- 
i'ore. 

AKNOLD. 

[Much  chagrined.]    Then  1  have  nothing  more  to  say. 

RDD.M  \N. 
I  should  say  not.     ... 


|  >W///.'|  Oil,  you  have  always  had  your  own  wav; 
you  know  that,  hut  i  repeat,  you  will  make  a  i_rra\e  er- 
ror if  you  lo.-c  Morton's  friendship. 

RODM  A  N  . 

|  Iii  n  in  i  in'  kin  ill  i/  iiKiniifr.]  I  shall  make  every  ef- 
fort possihle  to  retain  his  friendship,  John.  [Advancing 
ton-tin!  him.  \  (lo  in;  I'll  join  you  presently.  |  AitN'OLD 
1><>  ir*  uiid  enters  D.  R.  L.] 

Re-en  1  1-  r  If  K<;i  N  A  u»  ROKM  \\. 

[.lx  JOHN  AKXOLD  passt'x  into  tin1  Dirt'i-lm-*'  Hnum. 
MH.  RODMAN  crosses  and  places  the  pa  JUTS  Iff  I  In'  in 
by  CRANE  upon  WKNUII  \M'S  ,!<•*},-.  M  tin's  in«f<int 
REGINALD  RODMAN  cmncs  l/inn/i/li  the  double  doors 

C.  B.  (Uli/  IHISXI'X  In   rciilri'  stiHji':  us  In'  conn's  duini 
In's  f  at  lie  r  turns  mnl  sees  liini.  sni/in</.\ 

ROOM  V  N  . 

[Shai'i>h/.~]      AVell.    sir:    what    hri'i-s    you    lien-    thi.- 

morning? 
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REGINALD. 
[Blandly.']    I  came  for  my  check,  dad. 

RODMAN  . 
Check  !    Check  !  !    What  check  ? 

REGINALD. 
You  promised  me  my  quarter's  allowance  in  advance. 

RODMAN  . 


a  IP 

REGINALD. 
Yes,  sir. 

RODMAN. 

Have  you  spent  the  money  I  gave  you  last  week  ? 

j 

REGINALD. 
[Sheepishly.']    Yes,  sir. 

RODMAN. 
Humph  !    What  time  did  you  come  home  last  night  ? 

REGINALD. 
I  don't  know. 

RODMAN. 

Well,  T  do  ;  it  was  two  o'clock  in  the  morning.  [REGI- 
NALD does  not  reply,  but  taps  his  toe  with  his  cane.'] 
What  kept  you  out  so  late  ? 

REGINALD. 
I  was  at  the  club. 

RODMAN. 

Oh!  poker  and  high  balls,  as  usual,  eh?  [REGINALD 
does  not  reply.~\  Have  you  your  trunk  packed  for  col- 
lege? 
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l.'l  <;INALD. 

Xot  yet.  sir. 

RODKAN. 

What!1. 


I  was  ho|iinir  you  might  change  your  mind. 

ROOM  A  X  . 

Well.  1  haven't.  No,  no;  go  back;  you  may  hum 
enough  to  keep  you  out  of  jail. 

REGINALD. 

But.  father,  I've  told  you  I  have  no  taste  whatever 
for  law. 

RODMAN. 

Perhaps  not.  but  you'll  have  to  know  something  about 
it  before  I'll  take  you  in.  There  are  many  shoals  and 
quicksands  in  this  business,  and  if  we  cannot  sail  over 
them  we  must  get  some  one  to  pilot  us  around  them. 
[In  a  kinder  ioncJ}  There,  I  knew  you  would  agree 
with  me.  Brace  up,  Eeggie.  Go  back  and  take  your 
degree.  When  you  have  done  that,  I'll  be  able  to  use 
3'ou.  [Slappin;/  him  <ni  Hi  i'  s/i<nilil<'r.\  I  la,  then  I'll 
teach  you  high  iinauee. 

REGINALD. 

l^iniliii'i.']  High  finance? 

RODMAN. 

Yes  —  high  finance.    Business  is  no  longer  conducted 

as  it  was  thirty  years  ago. 

REGINALD. 

[La  it;/  its.  )     lla.  ha,  ha  ! 
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EODMAX. 

Then  it's  understood  you'll  leave  for  Yale  to-morrow  ? 

REGINALD. 
[Sullenly.]    Yes. 

RODMAN. 

Good !     [He  starts  toward  the  Directors'  Room.] 

REGINALD. 

But,  clad,  you've  forgotten  my  check. 

RODMAN. 

[Stops,  gives  a  look  of  reproach,  then  crosses  to 
WENDHAM'S  <1<'*I,-  a  ml  imrrici/li/  fills  out  a  check,  icitirli 
he  hands  REGINALD,  saying.]  There — don't  waste  it. 
for  you'll  not  get  another  cent  out  of  me  for  three 
months. 

[REGINALD  takes  the  check  and  looks  at  it  con- 
temptuously.] 

Re-enter  WENDHAM  from  Directors'  Room  L. 
[He  crosses  to  RODMAN  and  says  politeli/.] 

WENDHAM. 
The  directors  are  waiting,  sir.    Here's  the  list. 

[He  hands  him  a  long  list  of  names  on  a  folio  of 
paper.] 

RODMAN. 

[Takes  the  list,  then  says  to  REGINALD.]  Good-by, 
Reggie. 

REGINALD. 

[Sullenly.]  Good-by.  [He  starts  toward  the  double 
doors,  intently  looking  at  the  check,  then  says  in  an 
aside]  That  might  have  done  thirty  years  ago.  It's 
not — much  to-day.  [He  passes  out.  Exit  REGINALD.] 
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RODHAX. 

|  r  /•»!>•  .s-c.x-   toimril  Din-flnr*'   Himiu  .  *<ii/iii</  us  Itr  (JOBS.] 
("all  me  when   Morton  arrives.  will  you? 

WI-AIUI  \\i. 
Ye>.  sir.     |  //-   ri-KiiiiK'K  his  duties  at  ///.<••  ih-xk.'] 

|  RolWAX  i-nlrrs  1>.  It.  LJ] 

Enter  DR.  FKUM-KICK  THOMPSON. 

[Iff  IK  n  ii-cll-built  man  of  nlmiil  fiftij-firc  i/curx  of  age  — 
fn'Jf-irlifinf  <nnl  irdl  (ir</n<iin/<'</  with  the  ways  of 
tin*  worlil.  llr  iiiirdiif/ii'K  WKXDHAM'S  desk  and 


DR.  THOMPSON. 

U  Mr.  Roolman  in? 

\\'I:M»IIAM. 
Hi-  i>  \ci-v  liusy.  sir. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

!My  business  is  important  :  he  kind  enough  to  take  him 
my  card.  I  ffom/K  liiin  a  card.] 

WI:M)IIAM. 

I  fear  lie  cannot  see  you  now.  [Reads  card.']  Fred- 
erick Thompson,  M.  D.  1  1  ni/iiirin<//i/.  \  Arc  you  a  eii  — 
tomer  of  our  house  '". 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

No.   1   am  merely  a   friend:  his  family  were  once  pa- 

licnts  of  mine. 

Wl-M'IIAM. 

Oh.  1  understand  —  you  wish  to  see  him  on  some  pri- 
vate matters. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 
Yes.  [WKMHIAM  r**enters  I>irectors'  Room  L.] 
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Enter  PROF.  WILMER  STRATTON. 

[He  is  a  handsome  old  gentleman  of  about  sixty  years 
of  age.  His  hair  is  gray  ,and  brushed  back,  dis- 
closing a  noble  forehead  and  classic  face.  He  is 
attired  in  the  fashion  of  the  old  school,  viz.,  a  frock 
coat  with  velvet  collar,  a  black  silk  stock  about  his 
neck,  and  upon  his  head  handsome  beaver  hat.  He 
carries  a  flat  leather  bag  in  his  left  hand,  and  in  his 
right  an  ebony  cane  with  a  gold  head.  Hunt  shows 
him  in  through  the  double  doors  C.  B.,  saying.] 

HUNT. 

[Politely.]  Take  a  seat,  please.    Mr.  Eodman's  secre- 
tary will  be  back  in  a  moment.     [Exit  HUNT  —  he  re  ti 
C.  P.] 

DR.  THOMPSON. 


o  has  been  standing  L.,  now  recognizes  PROF. 
STRATTON,  and  in  surprise  advances  toward  him,  say- 
ing.] Why,  Stratton,  Avhat  in  the  world  brings  you 
here? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Somewhat  embarrassed.]     I  —  eh  —  I  came  to  see  Mr. 
Eodman. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

Humph  !  !    Been  investing  in  some  of  his  securities  ? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
[Sheepishly.]     Yes. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

[Regarding    him    with    reproach.]       I    thought    so. 
[Pause.]     Have  you  much  at  stake  ? 
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PROF.    Si  BATTOJT, 

[Sadly.]  Yes.  [In  a  frank  manner.']  I've  put  my 
entire  savings  in  his  Amalgamated  stock,  and  I  confess 
I'm  very  sorry  now  that  I've  done  so. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 
[Nods  in  assent.] 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
I've  just  lifjinl  sonic  very  tlis<juk'ting  rumors. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 
So  have  I.    That's  why  I'm  lien-. 

PROF.  Sri; ATTOX. 
[Surprised."]    Indeed. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

Personally,  I  have  no  interest  in  the  company,  but 
many  of  my  patients  have — and  I've  determined  to  pro- 
tect them. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
Ay  1-?     How? 

DR.  THOMPSON. 
By  demanding  the  truth  from  John  Rodman  himself. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Surprised.]  Surely  you  do  not  doubt  the  Company's 
solidity.  The  last  report  was  very  reassuring. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

Very  true.  But  there  have  been  some  persistent  ru- 
mors regarding  the  coming  quarterly  dividend  that  are 
not  reassuring. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Hotly.~\  Well,  if  these  rumors  prove  correct  I  shall 
denounr «.  Rodman  in  my  paper. 
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DR.  THOMPSON. 

Ha,  ha,  ha !  You  don't  imagine  he  fears  anything 
you  may  print  in  "The  Standard"  ? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
Why  not  ? 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

What  ! !  with  its  circulation  of  a  few  thousand? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Oh,  I'll  admit  it's  a  small  affair,  but  it  has  converted 
a  few  men  to  honest  business  methods  already. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

I  hope  it  may  convert  others.    But  at  present. 
[Re-enter  WKMMI  nr  from  Directors'  Room  L.] 

WENDHAM. 

[To  DR.  THOMPSON.]  Mr.  Rodman  is  very  busy,  sir; 
he  is  attending  a  directors'  meeting.  Could  you  not 
call  again? 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

[Regards  PROF.  STRATTON  knowingly,  but  does  not 
speak .] 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[To  WENDHAM.]  WTill  you  be  kind  enough  to  take 
him  my  card?  I  think  he  will  see  me.  You  know  I 
am  a  friend  of  Mr.  Morton.  I  shall  not  detain  him 
long. 

WENDHAM. 

[Takes  his  card.]  Be  seated,  gentlemen;  I  shall  try 
again. 

[Exit  WENDHAM — lie  re-enters  Directors'  Room 
I,] 
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hi;.  THOMPSON*. 

\\Villt  <li'trniiiii<iti<ni.\  Strntton,  we  shall  wait.  If 
he  does  not  oow}  it  will  be  because  he  doesn't 

wish  to. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Crosses  to  the  door  of  the  Directors'  Room  L.,  lis- 
tens an  instant  and  then  returns  to  DR.  THOMPSON.] 
The  meeting  is  not  an  amiable  one.  There  is  evidently 
a  hi  if  deal  on. 

[Both  DR.  THOMPSON  and  PROF.  STRATTON  take 
a  chair  and  seat  themselves  left  ecu  In'.  \\'lt<-n 
I  In' i/  are  seated,  DR.  THOMPSONN  says.~] 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

Tell  me,  Stratton,  how  did  you  ever  come  to  invest  in 
this  Amalgamated  stock  ? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

When  I  heard  that  Richard  Morton  &  Sons  had  been 
appointed  the  brokers  of  the  company  I  went  to  Ralph 
ami  asked  his  advice. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

And  what  did  he  say?          • 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

He  advised  me  to  invest  while  it  was  yet  at  par.  and 
assured  me  that  it  would  be  a  conservative  six  per  cent. 
investment. 

DH.  THOMPSON. 

Then,  if  that  is  the  case,  there  is  no  need  for  us  to 
worry  about  the  matter. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Uneasily.]  Well,  not  exactly!  Hearing  this  rumor 
about  the  reduction  of  the  coming  dividend.  I  went  to 
Ralph  again  and  asked  him  what  it  meant. 
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DR.  THOMPSON. 

And  what  did  he  say  ? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

He  appeared  much  worried  and  told  me  that  some 
one  was  selling  the  stock  short. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 
Ah  !  ha ! ! 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Then  he  advised  me  to  come  at  once  to  Mr.  Rodman 
and  learn  from  him  the  exact  condition  of  affairs. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

Did  that  not  strike  you  as  extraordinary?  You,  an 
old  friend,  are  sent  to  learn  the  truth  or  falsity  of  a 
rumor,  regarding  the  dividend  of  a  stock  that  Morton 
himself  has  assured  you  to  be  a  conservative  six  per 
cent,  investment? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

I  confess  I  was  surprised,  hut  I  know  Ralph  too  well 
to  hesitate — and  here  I  am  [With  determination]  and 
here  I  shall  remain  until  I  see  Mr.  Rodman. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 
I  fear  your  errand  will  be  in  vain. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Surprised.']  You  mean  to  say  that  he  will  refuse  to 
see  me  ? 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

Precisely ! !  [Regarding  with  a  kindly  air  of  pity.~\ 
My  dear  Professor,  as  an  editorial  writer,  you  are  su- 
•perb,  and  enjoy  the  respect  of  the  Press,  but  in  this 
writhing,  seething  world  of  high  finance,  you  are  a  mere 
infant  in  arms. 
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PROF.  STRATTON. 

But 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

Oh,  don't  misunderstand  me;  I  am  not  reproaching 
you;  you  are  neither  better  nor  worse  than  those  poor 
deluded  patients  of  mine  who  have  risked  their  little  all 
in  this  venture — risked  it  for  what?  Why,  for  a  paltry 
dividend  that  may  or  may  not  be  paid  as  the  directors 
elect. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

But,  Thompson,  isn't  it  the  earning  capacity  of  a 
company  that  insures  its  dividend? 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

[Forcibly.]  No,  not  at  all.  How  many  companies 
have  earned  fortunes  for  their  stockholders,  only  to  see 
these  vast  sums  distributed  in  salaries  and  expenses 
among  a  small  clique  of  grafters? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
But  surely  that  is  contrary  to  justice  and  to  law. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

The  men  who  direct  these  enterprises  do  not  worry 
much  about  justice,  and  as  for  the  law,  they  fear  it  less 
than  you  imagine. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

The  law  exists,  nevertheless. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

Yes,  and  is  evaded  every  day.  Have  you  never  heard 
of  a  dividend  being  paid  from  principle?  That  is  con- 
trary to  law,  is  it  not  ? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
I  believe  so. 
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DR.  THOMPSON. 

Well,  did  you  ever  hear  of  a  board  of  directors  being 
convicted  for  such  an  act?  [Pause.  PROF.  STRATTON 
does  not  reply.]  No,  you  will  not  be  likely  to.  You 
say  that  your  friend,  Kalph  Morton,  advised  you  to  in- 
vest in  Amalgamated.  What  assurance  did  he  give  you 
that  it  would  pay  its  dividend  ? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Much  disconcerted.']  I  had  no  right  to  ask  a  guaran- 
tee from  him. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 
Indeed  ? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Excitedly.]  I  will  never  believe  that  Kalph  deceived 
me.  Why  should  he?  I  am  his  old  friend;  he  knew 
that  I  was  investing  the  savings  of  a  lifetime.  He  him- 
self is  a  very  large  holder  of  the  stock.  No;  he 
would  never  have  advised  me  to  invest,  unless  he  had 
honestly  believed  in  the  solidity  of  the  Company. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

But  why  should  he  be  more  conscientious  than  the 
men  who  employ  him  ?  [He  arises  and  replaces  his 
chair.] 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[In  anger  also  arises,  and  slants  his  chair  back  in  its 
former  position.]  That  will  do,  Thompson.  I  have 
listened  to  you  very  patiently,  but  I  will  not  hear  a 
word  against  my  friend ;  I  knew  his  father  and  admired 
him  as  a  banker  of  the  old  school ;  Ralph  is  his  father's 
son.  I  will  risk  every  dollar  I  have  in  the  world  upon 
his  integrity. 
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I  do  not  wish  to  iin;)ii^ii  his  integrity,  for  I,  too,  am 
his  friend,  but  I  ask  you  frankly  if  you  consider  the  linn 
of  Richard  Morton  &  Sons  to  be  the  conservative  institu- 
tion it  Mas  when  his  father  directed  its 


PROF.  STRATTON. 
|  Much  affected,  does  not  repli/.  | 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

You  do  not  answer  me?  [Paitses.~\  You  cannot,  for 
you  know  in  your  heart  that  Morton  departed  from  the 
traditions  of  his  father  the  day  he  allied  himself  with 
John  Rodman's  powerful  group  of  financiers. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

I  confess  I  have  regarded  Ralph's  alliance  with  John 
Rodman  witli  great  apprehension. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

And  well  you  may,  my  dear  friend,  for  one  of  two 
things  must  happen.  Either  Morton  must  become  the 
subservient  tool  of  this  arrogant  group  of  men,  or  be 
crushed  by  them.  In  matters  of  business  they  have  no 
scruples.  They  fear  neither  God  nor  the  devil. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
\Pa  Hi  H'>  rally.  ~\    No!    No! 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

Yes,  and  if  Ralph  stands  in  their  way.  he'll  go  down 
in  defeat  as  sure  as  there's  a  sun  in  heaven. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[TVTio  has  become  vert/  nerrou*  <iiirin<j  Iliix  r«/uv/v.w- 
tionJ]  Oh,  Thompson,  I  wish  we  were  well  out  of  this. 
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We  must  see  Eodman.  He  will  surely  give  us  some  as- 
surance. [Walking  up  and  down.']  If  he  would  only 
see  us  for  a  moment,  we  could  settle  this  matter  once 
and  for  all. 

[Re-enter  WENDHAM  from  the  Directors'  Room.'] 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Advances  politely  toward  him,  his  face  expressing  his 
anxiety.] 

WENDHAM. 

I  am  sorry,  gentlemen.  Mr.  Rodman  cannot  see  you 
to-day.  He  is  too  busy. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Incredulously.]  Did  you  tell  him  that  I  would  only 
detain  him  for  a  moment? 

WENDHAM. 
I  did. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Are  you  quite  sure  he  remembered  my  name? 

WENDHAM. 

Yes.    I  told  him  you  were  a  friend  of  Mr.  Morton. 
[He  passes  to  his  desk  and  resumes  his  duties.] 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

There,  Stratton;  you  have  your  answer.  [Regarding 
his  watch.]  It  is  ten  o'clock;  we  had  best  be  going; 
there  is  work  ahead  for  me. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
What  do  you  intend  to  do  ? 

DR.  THOMPSON. 
To  advise  every  one  of  my  friends  to  sell  their  stock. 
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PltOJ       ^ 

But  in  advising  them  to  do  this,  you  may  be  playing 
into  the  hands  of  Itodman. 

DR.  TMO.MPSON. 

'I'll is  is  not  a  time  for  argument,  but  for  action;  Strat- 
ton,  you  had  best  sell  out  and  get  clear  of  this  whole 
hellish  business. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
No,  no;  I  cannot  do  that  until  I  have  seen  Hal  ph. 

DR.  THOMPSON*. 

Then  you  had  best  see  him  at  once.    I'm  off. 

> 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
I  shall  go  directly  to  his  office. 

[Exeunt  DR.  THOMPSON  and  PROF.  STRATTON  in 
a  hasty  and  unceremonious  tn/unier,  C.  5.] 

Enter  MRS.  RICHARD  MORTON  and  ACM:-  II  \MPI<>\. 
[MRS.  MORTON  is  an  extremely  sweet  and  attractive  old 
lady  of  perhaps  sixty-five  years  of  age.  Her  hair  i* 
sliglillt/  tinged  with  gray,  and  as  she  enters,  it  is 
evident  at  a  glance  that  she  i*  <nt  Aristocrat  of  the 
old  school.  She  is  elegantly  attired  in  black  and  is 
accompanied  by  AGNES  HAMPTON,  the  ward  of 
JOHN  EODMAN.  AGNES  HAMPTON  is  a  very  pretty 
and  intelligent  young  lady,  twenty-two  or  three 
years  of  age,  romantic  uml  impulsive,  yet  irith  a 
saving  fund  of  common  sense.  She  is  beautifully 
attireil  in  <i  doth  suit  and  carries  herself  iritli  grace 
and  dignity.  HUNT  holds  the  door  open  as  ihey 
enter  and  saysJ\ 
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HUNT. 

I  doubt  if  Mr.  Bodman  can  see  you,  Miss  Hampton. 
There's  a  directors'  meeting  on. 

AGNES. 
Then  I  suppose  my  business  will  have  to  wait. 

HUNT. 
If  you  insist  I  will  tell  him  you  are  here. 

AGNES. 

No,  do  not  disturb  him.  \Pauses.']  Do  you  think 
the  meeting  will  be  a  long  one  ? 

HUNT. 
I  don't  know,  Miss. 

AGNES. 

Well,  when  Mr.  Rodman  is  at  liberty,  will  you  ask 
him  to  come  over  to  Mr.  Morton's  office  ?  Auntie  and  I 
are  on  our  way  there  now — 

HUNT. 
I  will. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
Do  you  know  if  my  son  is  at  the  meeting  ? 

HUNT. 

Mr.  Morton  has  not  come  in  yet;  we  expect  him  any 
moment.  • 

MRS.  MORTON. 
In  that  case  we  shall  wait. 

HUNT. 

[Offering  MRS.  MORTON  a  chair.']  Be  seated.  [He 
passes  to  the  doors  C.  B.,  opens  them  and  looks  off  R.~] 
Why,  here  comes  Mr.  Morton  now. 
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|  HINT  holtix  (In'  doors  open,  u-hilr  \l\\.\-\\  Moi;- 
TON  enters;  then  he  exits.    HUNT  <./•//>  ('.  li.\ 

Knter  RALPH  MORTON. 

[He  enter*  Jinrriciili/  and  is  greatly  surprised  at  sccui'i 
In's  Molhi'r  and  AGNKS  HAMPTON  in  RODMAN'S 
office.  l«\i  .ni  MORTON  is  a  young  man  of  about 
thirty  years  of  age,  strong,  self-reliant  and  resource- 
ful. He  has  dark  piercing  eyes  and  is  attired  in  a 
neat  business  suit.  \Ylim  he  speaks,  it  is  in  a  clear, 
resonant  voice  that  indicates  a  man  of  strong  char- 
acter.'} 

RALPH. 
Why,  Mother!     What  hrings  you  liciv'r 

MRS.  MORTON. 
I  came  with  Agnes. 

RALPH. 

Yes,  of  course  —  but  - 

Mi;s.   MORTON". 
You  seem  to.  have  forgotten  that  she  is  of  age  to-day. 

RALPH. 

[Surprised.'}  Why,  that's  so.  [He  advances  and 
takes  her  kindly  by  the  hand.}  My  hearty  congratula- 
tions. 

AGNES. 

Oh,  thank  you  —  thank  you. 

RALPH. 
To-day  you  are  to  become  mistress  of  your  own  affairs. 

AGNES. 

Yes,  but  my  guardian  is  too  busy  making  millions  to 
bother  with  me  at  present. 
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EALPH. 

I  know  there  is  an  important  meeting  on.  That  is 
why  I  am  here.  I'm  late  now. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

[Advancing  to  RALPH.]  Ralph,  I  shall  not  sleep 
soundly  until  Mr.  Rodman  has  transferred  to  Agnes 
every  penny  of  her  father's  estate. 

RALPH. 

Surely  you  do  not  doubt  that  he  will? 

MRS.  MORTON. 
I  distrust  his  methods. 

RALPH. 

Yes,  I  know  that,  but,  as  Agnes'  guardian,  he  is 
obliged  to  render  an  accounting.  The  law  is  very  strict 
regarding  trust  funds. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

Oh,  no  doubt;  but  I  have  always  regretted  that  Mr. 
Hampton  made  him  her  guardian. 

RALPH. 
You  need  have  no  fear,  Mother. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

[Sadly.]  Has  John  Rodman  kept  every  promise  he 
made  you,  Ralph? 

RALPH. 

[Much  disconcerted.]  I  am  not  prepared  to  say  that 
he  has,  or  that  he  has  not.  [Pause.]  I  shall  know  be- 
fore long,  though. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
Ah  !    I  thought  as  much. 
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K  \rrir. 

[Impatiently.']  Mother,  mother,  why  must  you  con-, 
tinually  harp  upon  this  unpleasant  subject  ? 

M\'^.    MORTON". 

Because  I  love  you,  Ralph,  and  because  I  do  not  wish 
the  sterling  name  of  our  family  dragged  into  question- 
able schemes  for  making  money. 

RALPH. 
Moth.-r:    Mother!! 

Mns.  MORTON. 

When  your  father  lived,  the  house  of  Richard  Mor- 
ton &  Sons  stood  for  honesty  and  integrity. 

RALPH. 
It  does  to-day,  mother ;  you  know  that. 

Mus.  MORTON. 

Aye!  but  can  it  continue  to  do  so  since  you  have 
allied  yourself  with  John  Rodman?  That  is  the  ques- 
tion. 

RALPH. 

[Kindly  but  firmly.']  Mother,  please  do  not  let  us 
discuss  this  matter  now.  I  am  very  busy.  Go  to  my 
office  and  within  an  hour  I  shall  meet  you  there.  Then 
I  will  tell  you  exactly  where  I  stand.  Please  do  as  I 
ask.  [Putting  his  arm  around  her.~]  Please!! 

MRS.  MORTON. 
[Arises  and  says  to  AGNES.]    Come,  Agnes. 

RALPH. 

There — there — that's  good  of  you.  [As  they  start 
toward  the  double  doors  he  says  to  her!}  I'll  see  you 
to  your  carriage. 
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MRS.  MORTON. 

[As  tliey  go  up  RALPH  has  liis  arm  around  lier,  and 
before  she  reaches  the  door  she  turns  and  looks  long- 
ingly up  in  his  face,  saying.]  You'll  not  be  long,  will 
you  ? 

RALPH. 

No ;  I'll  meet  you  at  eleven  o'clock. 

[Exeunt  OMNES.  RALPH  and  MRS.  MORTON 
pass  out,  C.  B.  E.,  followed  by  AGNES  HAMP- 
TON.] 

Re-enter  JOHN  RODMAN. 

[He  comes  hurriedly  out  of  the  Directors'  Room  L.  in  a 
toiuering  rage.  When  he  reaches  centre  stage  he 
observes  WENDHAM  quietly  at  work  at  his  desk,  and 
says.] 

RODMAN. 

Wendham !  That  fellow  Arnold  is  an  infernal  fool. 
An  half  hour  ago  I  had  him  settled,  but  when  we  got 
in  committee  he  nearly  stampeded  the  meeting  with  his 
stupid  amendments. 

WENDHAM. 
Were  his  motions  of  a  serious  nature,  sir? 

RODMAN. 

Yes.  And  what  do  you  think  was  at  the  bottom  of 
them  all,  sentiment,  sentiment,  sentiment !  [Pauses.] 
I've  told  him  time  and  again  that  there  was  no  such 
thing  as  sentiment  in  business. 

WENDHAM. 

I  should  think  he  would  have  learned  that  by  this 
time. 
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RODMAN. 

Well,  he  hasn't  :  he  went  on  harping  about  integrity 
and  old-fashioned  luisiness  methods,  until  finally  I  cut. 
him  short  and  laid  the  law  down  to  him. 

WENDHAM. 

I  trust  he  will  not  give  you  any  further  trouble,  Mr. 
Rodman. 

RODMAN. 

\Vdl.  if  he  does,  we  shall  make  short  shrift  with 
him.  Has  Morton  been  in  yet? 

W  KXDHAM. 

\i'.  sir. 

RODMAN. 
[  Hi'i/anlintj  his  watch.']     It  is  past  ten  o'clock. 

WENDHAM. 

He  has  probably  been  detained. 

RODMAN. 

[Ha  ml*  It  hn  a  paper.]  Have  one  of  the  clerks  foot 
up  this  list  and  return  it  to  me  as  quickly  as  possible? 

WENDHAM. 
/,'*/.]     Yes,  sir. 

ROOM  AX. 

had  hest  mil  firm  the  footing  yourself. 

WBNDHAH. 

[Going.']  I  will  bring  it  to  you  directly,  sir.  [Exit 
WKNIMIAM.  I/c  enters  office  #.] 

Re-enter  RALPH  MORTON. 

[As  RALPH  rntrrx  ihrouyh    tin1   <!<>ui>l<'  <!<>ors  RODMAN 
him  and  saysJ] 
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EODMAN. 

Oh !  I'm  glad  to  see  you,  Morton.  I've  been  wait- 
ing some  time  for  you.  Take  a  seat,  will  you? 

[MORTON  draws  a  chair  leisurely  over  to  centre 
stage  and  seats  himself.  EODMAN  regards  him 
an  instant  and  then  does  the  same.] 

EODMAN. 

[With  affected  joviality.']  Well,  Morton,  are  you  go- 
ing to  help  me  put  this  deal  through  ?  It's  the  largest 
I've  ever  manipulated,  and  there  are  millions  in  it  for 
us.  [MORTON  regards  him  coldly,  but  does  not  reply.] 
Come ! !  Why  can't  we  get  together  ?  Our  interests  are 
mutual. 

MORTON. 

[Shades  his  head  doubtfully.]  If  our  interests  were 
the  only  ones  at  stake  we  could  soon  come  to  an  agree- 
ment; you  know  that. 

EODMAN. 
But  as  our  agent,  you  must  obey  our  orders. 

MORTON. 
[Slowly.]     That  depends  .  .  . 

EODMAN. 

[Bluntly.]  Am  I  to  understand,  then,  that  you  re- 
fuse to — take  your  orders  from  the  directors  and  my- 
self? 

MORTON. 

Yes,  when  such  orders  will  ruin  thousands  of  people 
who  have  bought  our  stock  as  an  investment,  not  as  a 
speculation. 
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I'.ali!!  All  stock  transactions  arc  speculations,  no- 
body should  know  that  better  than  you,  Morton.  Of 
course,  we  call  them  investments,  but  they  are  invest- 
ments of  a  speculative  character,  and  he  who  speculates 
has  no  reason  to  complain  if  the  market  goes  against 
him. 

MORTON. 

That  is  true  of  ordinary  stock  speculation,  but  not 
of  the  flotation  of  the  Amalgamated  Company.  [He 
hesitates  an  instant,  and  then  speaks  with  conviction.  \ 
Rodman,  I  fear  we  have  come  to  a  parting  of  the  ways. 

RODMAN. 

[Gives  him  a  defiant  glance,  and  is  about  to  speak 
when  RALPH  continues.'] 

MORTON. 

Let  me  refresh  your  memory  regariliu-r  the  history 
of  this  great  concern. 

ROOM  \  N  . 
Oh,  for  heaven's  sake,  don't  let  us  waste  time  in  that. 

MORTON. 

[Coldly,  but  firmly.  ,]  It  will  not  be  wasting  time.  I 
assure  you. 

RODMAN. 

[Rcxif/niinj  In'msclf.]     Well,  go  on. 

MORTON. 

[Draws  his  chair  nearer  RODMAN  and  speaks  rapid  h/ 
and  earnestly.']  Rodman,  I  haw  watched  every  move 
you  have  made  since  the  day  you  conceived  the  con- 
solidation of  the  companies  that  now  compose  this 
gigantic  Steel  and  Iron  Trust.  Day  by  day  I  have 
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watched  you,  I  tell  you — and  even  now  I  marvel  that 
you  had  the  courage  to  undertake  an  enterprise  of  such 
magnitude. 

RODMAN. 
[Flattered.]     I  admit  it  was  a  big  undertaking. 

MORTON. 

Big ! !  It  is  the  most  colossal  enterprise  the  world 
has  ever  seen,  and  now  that  it  as  an  accomplished  fact, 
I  can  tell  you  without  flattery  that  I  do  not  believe  there 
is  another  man  alive  who  could  have  achieved  what  you 
have  done. 

RODMAN. 
Oh,  I  don't  know  about  that. 

MORTON. 

But  I  do.  Well,  you  secured  the  Steel  and  Iron 
plants,  the  iron  mines  and  coke  works,  the  necessary 
steamships  and  railways,  and  a  hundred  minor  sub- 
sidiary companies,  and  forged  them  into  the  colossal 
Amalgamated  Steel  and  Iron  Trust  with  a  capital  of 
millions. 

RODMAN. 
Yes,  and  the  financial  world  stood  aghast. 

MORTON. 

Precisely ! ! !  It  then  became  necessary  to  sell  the 
stock.  The  stock  was  listed  and  a  strong  pool  formed, 
pledged -to  keep  it  at  par;  flaring  advertisements  ap- 
peared, and  agents  were  sent  to  the  capitals  of  Europe 
to  secure  investors.  [Pause.]  The  net  result  of  these 
efforts  was  not  as  satisfactory  as  you  had  hoped  for? 
I  think  I  may  state  it  in  that  way. 

RODMAN. 
Oh,  put  it  any  way  you  please,  but  come  to  the  point. 
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MORTON. 
That  was  about  a  year  ago,  was  it  not? 

[RODMAX  nods  in  assent.] 

MORTOX. 

Well,  one  day  you  called  me  up  and  requested  an 
interview.  If  you  will  remember,  it  was  Wednesday, 
October  the  thirteenth,  a  year  ago. 

RODMA  N  . 

[Hazily.']  The  thirteenth?  [Alert.]  I  have  forgot- 
ten the  day. 

MORTOX. 

Yt-s,  it  was  the  thirteenth;  I  recall  it  perfectly.  Do 
you  remember  our  interview  on  that  da  v  ? 

RODMAN. 
[Evasively.]     No;  how  the  devil  can  I  remember  all 

\\v  talked  about  a  year  ago? 

MORTOX. 

[Firmly.]  I  see  I  shall  have  to  refresh  your  mem- 
ory again. 

RODMAX. 
But  don't  forget  to  come  to  the  point. 

MORTOX. 

[With  animation.]  I  shall  not;  make  no  mistake 
about  that.  Well,  I  met  you  at  your  home.  You  were 
perfectly  frank  with  me,  and  I  will  render  you  the 
justice  to  say  that  every  statement  you  made  that  night 
regarding  the  value  of  the  plants  and  their  earning 
capacity,  I  have  since  confirmed  and  found  to  be  cor- 
rect in  every  detail. 

ROOM  \  \ . 

True — true. 
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MORTON. 

And  yet  in  spite  of  the  actual  success  of  the  com- 
pany at  that  time,  its  stock  was  not  eagerly  sought  for 
by  the  public. 

RODMAN. 

That  is  correct,  and  that  is  why  I  asked  your  aid. 

MORTON. 

Exactly ! ! !  and  why  did  you  seek  the  aid  of  Richard 
Morton  &  Sons,  when  there  were  many  wealthier  firms 
near  at  hand  ? 

RODMAN. 
\Siis  silent  and  shrugs  his  shoulders.] 

MORTON. 

I  will  tell  you  why — you  needed  more  actual  in- 
vestors. Speculation  in  the  stock  was  not  sufficient  to 
unload  the  millions  of  shares  that  remained  in  the 
treasury.  You  needed  an  old  and  conservative  firm  to 
put  their  stamp  of  approval  upon  the  enterprise  and 
dispose  of  the  shares  to  investors.  I  do  not  mean  specu- 
lative investors,  as  you  call  them,  but  people  who 
would  exchange  their  cash  for  the  shares,  and  hold 
them  for  the  dividend  they  would  earn. 

RODMAN. 
[7 m  patiently. .]     Well!     Well! 

MORTON. 

I  told  you  it  could  be  managed  provided  I  could  as- 
sure the  investors  that  the  stock  would  be  a  conserva- 
tive six  per  cent,  investment. 

RODMAN. 
There  is  no  necessitv  for  us  to  go  into  details. 
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IfOBTON. 

\llothj. \  \  be-  \our  panlon:  tlirre  is.  You  gave 
me  your  word  of  honor,  that  if  our  linn  would  tln-ii 
aid  you,  you  would  use  every  effort  in  your  power  to 
keep  it  a  dividend-paying  stock. 

RODMAN. 
[Attempts  to  interrupt.]     But — 

MORTON. 

rpon  that  assurance  I  offered  to  become  the  broker 
of  the  company,  and  its  shares  are  now  held  by  hun- 
dreds— aye.  thousands  of  people  who  have  invested  upon 
my  advice. 

RODMAN. 

[Coolly.]  But  I  never  ^ave  you  any  guarantee  that 
the  company  would  always  pay  its  dividend.  How 
could  I  do  that? 

MORTON. 

[Fiercely.]     Good  God,  you  don't  deny  that  you  did? 
[Both  men  arise  and  confront  each  other.  \ 

RODMAN. 

How  could  I  do  that?  How  could  I  foresee  what 
the  directors  might  do? 

MORTON. 

Because  the  board  of  directors  are  your  puppets,  and 
you  know  it.  Oh,  don't  attempt  to  deny  it ! 

ROOM  \  x . 
[Savagely.']    I  do  deny  it. 

MORTON. 

Well,  will  you  deny  that  the  Amalgamated  Company 
has  earned  four  per  cent,  during  the  last  quarter? 
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RODMAN. 

[Evasively.'}     I  don't  know — 


MORTON. 

You  don't  know?  Well,  I  do.  [Pause.']  And  yet 
in  the  face  of  this  you  propose  a  decline. 

RODMAN. 
Why  not? 

MORTON. 

For  the  last  few  days  there  have  been  persistent  ru- 
mors of  a  decline,  and  I  have  traced  them  very  close  to 
this  room.  [Pointing  to  the  Directors'  Room.'} 

EODMAN. 

I  cannot  be  responsible  for  every  rumor. 

MORTON. 

Perhaps  not;  at  any  rate  for  the  moment.  I  have 
re-established  confidence,  but  if  these  rumors  should  be 
renewed,  thousands  of  shares  may  be  thrown  upon  the 
market  and  precipitate  a  panic.  Then  you  will  learn 
that  it  is  easier  to  set  a  house  on  fire  than  it  is  to  put  it 
out. 

EODMAN. 

Morton,  you're  a  fool.  What  difference  does  a  rise 
or  decline  make  in  the  intrinsic  value  of  a  stock  ? 

MORTON. 

[Looking  Mm  straight  in  the  eye.~\  None  whatever. 
[More  rapidly.]  I  have  never  had  any  doubts  about 
the  solidity  of  the  company,  but  the  public  regard  the 
exchange  as  a  barometer  of  values. 
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RODMAN. 

And  if  they  become  nervous  and  sell  their  inv~t- 
ments  at  a  loss,  are  we  to  be  blamed  for  that  ? 

IfOBTON. 

Yes,  by  heavens,  if  we  precipitate  the  decline.  The 
public  are  our  partners  in  this  venture,  and  as  I  have 
induced  thorn  to  put  their  money  into  it,  I  shall  pro- 
tect them  as  best  I  can,  so  help  me,  God. 

RODMAN. 

rcely.~\  Then,  we  have  come  to  a  parting  of  the 
ways.  You  are  working  for  the  interests  of  the  public, 
not  for  us.  Taylor  &  Company  shall  handle  our  ac- 
count in  the  future.  You  may  render  your  account  to 
them  at  once. 

[MORTON  stands  stunned  for  an  instant,   then 
says  mechanically.] 

MORTON. 
Tnvlor  &  Company? 

RODMAN. 

Yes,  Taylor  &  Company.  They  will  not  bother  me 
with  a  lot  of  sentimental  rant — they  know  that  business 
is  business. 

MORTON. 

[Withdraws  his  Twndlwrchief  and  wipes  the  perspira- 
tion- from  his  brow.]     ^Rodman,  I  am  bitterly  disap- 
pointed in  you !  , 
RODMAN. 

Bah ! ! !  When  you  refuse  to  make  a  fortune  of 
millions  and  prate  about  protecting  the  interests  of  the 
public,  I  have  no  time  to  talk  to  you.  You  have  chosen 
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to   serve  the   public — look   to  them    for   your   reward. 
The  public  ?    Ha,  ha,  ha !     Oh,  the  public  be  damned ! 
[Exit    RODMAN.      He    rushes    into    Directors' 
Room  LJ] 

MORTON. 

[Stands  crestfallen  and  dejected  an  instant;  then,  as 
if  fully  aware  of  the  seriousness  of  his  position.,  he  says 
with  great  bitterness.] 

Yes,  Mr.  Rodman,  you  and  your  like  laugh  at  the 
public  to-day.  I  wonder  if  you  will  laugh  as  merrily  a 
few  years  hence? 


CURTAIN. 
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ACT   11. 

The  Hue  old  office  of  tin'   irell-L-noien   liatiking   hon.« 

RALPB  M<M.-i«i\  A  SONS,  Hrond  Street,  Sew  York. 
Tin'  scf-ne  is  soineirlnil  similar  t»  Ad  I.,  except 
that  thr  jiarlilions  (if  offices  /.'.  linn'  leindoies.  over 
irliicli  ui>i><'<ir  tin'  irard.s.  Cashier.  Hen  /'ring  Teller, 
Bookkeeper  .  etc.  The,  office  L.,  separated  by  a  glass 
/HI  rf  it  ion,  is  entered  by  a  single  door,  ami  is  fhe 
private  office  of  KAM-II  MORTON.  .!/  the,  double 
doors,  centre  back,  /x  <i  liirijc  irimlmr.  /hroni/li 
ichich-  one  iiniij  see  the  Stock  Exchange.  The 
offices  are  furnished  /i/tiinli/.  lint  xiilistiintinllii.  in 
the  xti/le  jirernlent  ilurini/  the  ('iril  \\'nr.  .1  *'nlc 
talile  \f/,y  iiiininxl  the  /itirl  it  ion  //.,  and  on  it  there 
is  n  silver  ice  pitcher  mid  s<nne  glasses.  Over  flu; 
double  doors  ('.  H.  is  n  sii/n  in  i/old  letters  on  a 
•I,  irk  ground.  l!icii.\i;i)  Moi;rn\  \-  SON. 


TIME, 

11   o'clock  of  the  siinie  dni/.  A  nt  inn  n.    H/03. 
I  >l-.r<'YKItKI>. 


.  an  old  illid  fdit/l  fill  eni/doi/ee.  is  n  mi  tu/illij 
some  jmjiers  on  n  large  ln/ile  desk  L..  u/ioii  ir/iick 
there  is  a  tele/ihone.  \Vhilst  he  is  <it  teork  the  tele- 
phone liell  rings.  lie  lakes  up  the  reeeirer  mid 

speaks. 

UAVMUND.     . 

|.1/    pltnnc.\       \>   that    von.    Mr.    Morton  ':      {Tans,-.] 
No.   voiir   iiiotht'i-  has  not  arrived  yi-t.      When-  an-   vmi 

no\v?    \l'an*e.\    Oh  !  at  the  Exchange.    \I'nuse.\    S'ou 
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will  be  over  in  ten  minutes?  [Pause.}  All  right.  I'll 
tell  them.  Good-by.  [He  hangs  up  the  receiver  and 
comes  downJ] 

Enter  AGNES  HAMPTON. 

[As  she   enters   through   the   double   doors   RAYMOND 
turns  and  sees  her,  saying.'] 

RAYMOND. 
.Good  morning,  Miss  Hampton ! 

AGNES. 

Good  morning,  Raymond.  Has  Mr.  Morton  arrived 
yet? 

RAYMOND. 

No !  I've  just  received  word  that  he  has  been  de- 
layed at  the  Exchange.  He'll  be  here  in  ten  minutes, 
though. 

AGNES. 

Then,  he's  not  forgotten  his  appointment  with  Aun- 
tie. 

RAYMOND. 

Is  Mrs.  Morton  with  you  ? 

AGNES. 

Yes,  she  and  Dr.  Thompson  are  in  the  carriage  out- 
side. 

RAYMOND. 

Shall  I  ask  them  in? 

AGNES. 
Yes,  do,  please. 

[RAYMOND  assents  and  goes  out  through  double 
doors  C.  B.l 
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Enter  REGIVM  i>  I.'UDM AN. 

[As  RAYMOM>  passes  '•></,  through  the  double  doors, 
passing  to  L.,  REGINALD  enters  via  the  passage  R., 
comes  through  double  doors,  and  when  he  recog- 
nizes AGNES,  stops  and  says.] 

REGINALD. 
Ah!  good  inoniinir.  Miss  Hampton. 

A<;\ 

Good  morning,  Reggie.  Why.  what  in  the  world  is 
the  matter  with  you?  You  look  like  a  funeral. 

REGINALD. 
[Sadly.']     I'm  going  back  to  college. 

AGNES. 
I  congratulated  you  upon  your  good  sense,  Reggie. 

REGINALD. 

I  don't  want  to  be  congratulated.  I'm  not  going 
back  because  I  want  to. 

AGNES. 

[Slyly.-]     No? 

REGINALD. 

But  the  governor  insists.    He  wants  me  to  study  law. 

AGNES* 

[Tauntingly."]  "Well,  that's  really  too  bad.  But  if 
you  are  a  lawyer  you  can  at  least  make  a  living  when 
you  are  a  man  ? 

REGINALD. 
[Indignantly."]     I'm  a  man  now,  Miss  Hampton. 

A<;\  D. 
Indeed  ? 
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REGINALD. 

I  was  twenty-one  last  birthday.  I  don't  think  it  very 
nice  of  you  to  laugh  at  me.  You  are  not  much  older 
yourself. 

AGNES. 

ISTot  in  years,  Reggie,  but  in  Avisdom. 

REGINALD. 
Oh,  I  have  my  share  of.  that. 

AGNES. 
I'm  glad  you  have;  you'll  need  it. 

REGINALD. 
I  don't  know  why  everybody  thinks  I'm  a  fool. 

AGNES. 

And  pray — what  have  you  done  recently  that  gives 
you  such  a  good  opinion  of  yourself? 

REGINALD. 
Oh!  for  instance—    -  [Collects  his  wits.] 

AGNES. 
Well ! ! 

REGINALD. 

I  have  just  made  two  bets  of  five  thousand  each  on 
the  coming  election. 

AGNES. 
Indeed ! ! 

REGINALD. 

Yes,  one  is  that  the  Democratic  candidate  for  gov- 
ernor will  be  beaten  by  fifty  thousand  votes. 

AGNES. 
Well  ? 
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REGINALD. 

And  the  <it her  is  tii.it  he  will  nut  he  beaten  by  one 
hundred  t hou-and.  \i'<mse.]  Do  you  see  the  little 
joker  in  it? 

AGNES. 

\".  I  d.m"t.  lor  he  mi<rht  be  elected. 

REGINALD. 

\Vell.   iii   thai    case  he  will  not  be  defeated  by  one 

hundred  thousand   volts,  will  he? 

AGNES. 

No! 

REGINALD. 

Th'-n    I'll   win   that    bet. 

AGNES. 

Y.  -. 

REGINALD. 

And  if  he  is  beaten  by  fifty  thousand  or  more  I'll 
win  the  oilier,  won't  I? 

AGNES. 

Yes.  but  YOU  may  win  one  and  l*se  the  other.  How 
can  you  make  money  that  way? 

REGINALD. 

I  can't — but  t-an'l   lose  anything,  can   I? 

AGNES. 
No. 

REGINALD. 

[Confidentially.]  Now.  suppose  he  makes  a  close 
run  and  is  defeated  by  sixty  thousand. 

Ai,\ 

Well? 
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REGINALD. 

I'll  win  both  bets,  because  I  have  fifty  thousand  votes 
leeway. 

AGNES. 
Why,  that's  so,  you  rogue;  you  may  win  both. 

REGINALD. 

Ah!  ha,  you  see  it  at  last.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Now.  let 
me  show  you  this  little  trick. 

[He  tosses  a  coin  up  in  the  air  and  catches  it  in 
his  right  hand.    Then  he  slaps  his  right  hand 
across  his  left  and  stands  expectant.] 
Guess? 

AGNES. 

No,  thank  you.  I  don't  care  for  your  ideas  of  busi- 
ness. 

REGINALD. 

Ha,  ha,  ha !  You  see,  I'm  learning  the  intricacies  of 
high  finance — 

AGNES. 

[Incredulously.]  High  finance?  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Reg- 
gie, you  are  not  such  a  fool  as  you  look.  Your  father 
should  take  you  in  partnership. 

REGINALD. 

[Earnestly.]  I  wish  you  would  tell  him  that,  Miss 
Hampton. 

AGNES. 
[Regarding  him  slyly.]     No,  you  had  best  do  that. 

[Re-enter  RAYMOND.] 

RAYMOND. 

[To  AGNES.]  Your  Aunt  and  Dr.  Thompson  will  be 
up  directly. 
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REGINALD. 
Then  I  must  be  going. 

AGNES. 
[To  EEGINALD.]    Won't  you  wait  and  see  Auntie? 

REGINALD. 

X<>,  I  must  go.  [He  starts  to  go,  then  stops  and 
says.]  Say,  Miss  Hampton,  wouldn't  you  like  to  see 
the  Stock  Exchange? 

AGNES. 
Yes,  indeed  I  would.     [Pause.]     Will  it  take  long? 

REGINALD. 
No,  it's  just  across  the  street. 

AGNES. 

[To  RAYMOND.]  Tell  Auntie  I'll  be  back  in  a  mo- 
ment. 

RAYMOND. 
Yes,  Miss. 

AGNES. 

[To  REGINALD.]  I'll  not  be  missed;  I  think  Auntie 
wants  to  see  Dr.  Thompson  alone. 

REGINALD. 

[Talcing  her  arm.]  Well,  come  along  then,  and  I'll 
give  you  a  lesson  in  High  Finance ! 

'  AGNES. 
Ha,  ha,  ha!    High  finance? 

REGINALD. 
Yes,  high  finance.     Ha,  ha,  ha! 

[Exeunt  AGNES  and  REGINALD  C.  B.        They 
pass  out  together  laughing.] 
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Enter  MRS.  RICHARD  MORTON,  escorted  by  DR.  FREDER- 
ICK THOMPSON. 

[As  REGINALD  AND  AGNES  go  out  by  the  passage 
L.,  voices  are  heard  off  passage  R.  RAYMOND 
goes  up  and  holds  the  doors  while  the  DOCTOR 
and  MRS.  MORTON  enter.  When  she  has  come 
down  R.  C.  MRS.  MORTON  speaks.] 

•  MRS.  MORTON. 

[Looking  about.]     Where  is  Agnes? 

RAYMOND. 
She  went  out  with  Mr.  Reginald  a  moment  ago. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
Oh!! 

RAYMOND. 
She  said  she  would  be  back  in  a  few  moments. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
Thank  you. 

[RAYMOND  passes  out  C.  B.  by  passage  R.] 

MRS.  MORTON. 
I  am  glad  we  are  left  alone,  Doctor. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 
Yes? 

MRS.  MORTON. 
I  can  speak  frankly  with  you  Before  my  son  arrives. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

[Hands  MRS.  MORTON  a  chair  and  she  seats  herself. 
Then  he  looks  down  at  her  in  a  kindly  manner  and 
says.] 

N"ow,  my  dear  Mrs.  Morton,  tell  me  what  is  troubling 
vou? 


"THE  PARTI M,  OF  Till-  WAYS"  63 

MRS.  MORTON. 

I  am  SOITY  t<>  annoy  you  with  my  cares,  Doctor,  but 
the  time  has  come  when  I  must  speak.  I  need  your 
counsel. 

Die.  THOMPSON. 

I  shall  gladly  render  you  any  service  I  can. 

Mi:s.  MORTON. 

I  know  that,  Doctor.  [Pause.  She  look*  K/>  in  hi* 
face  earnestly.]  We  mothers  build  our  hopes  and  as- 
pirations in  our  children.  It  is  perhaps  a  foolish  thing 
to  do,  yet  they  are  our  idols,  our  love  goes  forth  to 
them,  and  when  it  is  returned  we  drink  of  that  true 
happiness  that  gives  us  joy  and  peace,  but  when  we  see 
our  hopes  dissolve  as  dew  before  a  summer  sun,  then 
we  drink  the  cup  of  bitterness,  and  sadness  fills  our 
hearts. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

[Sadly.]     True. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
How  long  have  you  been  our  family  doctor? 

DR.  THOMPSON'. 

Some  thirty  years — I  remember  distinctly  the  mis- 
sion that  first  brought  me  to  your  home. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

I  have  not  forgotten  it  either,  Doctor,  nor  shall  I 
forget  the  devotion  you  showed  upon  that  occasion.  My 
little  boy  was  ill;  we  feared  the  case  was  hopeless;  you 
watched  him  through  that  fearful  night,  and  with  the 
morn  the  crisis  came;  the  fever  broke,  and  then  we 
knew  that  God  had  spared  my  child. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

The  case   was  a  critical  one.     How  old  was  Kalph  '. 
then? 
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MRS.  MORTON. 
He  was  five  years  old. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 
Yes? 

MRS.  MORTON. 

Since  then  I've  seen  him  grow  from  boy  to  youth, 
from  youth  to  man's  estate.  'Twas  you  who  counselled 
me  to  send  him  to  Harvard ;  my  hope  was  then  that  he 
might  select  a  literary  career,  and  that  he  would  have 
done  had  not  my  husband's  death  changed  all  his  plans. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

Ah !  Fate  plays  us  all  some  scurvy  trick,  but  we 
must  face  our  destiny  and  then  we  suffer  on  in  silence. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

[Pathetically.]  God  knows  I've  suffered.  [She  hesi- 
tates an  instant.] 

DR.  THOMPSON. 
[Kindly.]     My  dear  Mrs.  Morton,  I  know  that. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
» 

[More  rapidly.]  I've  seen  my  boy  taken  from  col- 
lege and  launched  into  this  seething  maelstrom  of  high 
finance.  Little  by  little  I  have  watched  him  discard 
the  conservative  traditions  of  his  father  in  this  mad 
rush  for  wealth,  and  now  at  last  to  my  sorrow  he  has 
allied  himself  with  the  most  daring  and  unprincipled 
set  of  financiers  the  world  has  ever  seen. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 
There  is  no  doubt  about  that. 
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MKS.    MOIJTON. 

I>o  vim  think  I  can  regard  this  without 
a  feeling  of  hitterness  ?  I  who  have  had  such  hopes  and 
hiirh  amhitions  for  my  son. 


\Croxxi  it;/   Ixirl,-  of  licr.\      Ah!     Xow  I  understand. 
Have  you  surest  ed  his  retiring  from  \Vall  Street? 

Mi;s.    MOUTON. 

Yes.  hut  to  no  dVect.    I  can  scan-fly  ,iret  a  word  from 
him. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

Y«'t    he  lo\es  YOU. 

Ml!S.     MoU'lON. 

^'e-,  tliank  (iod  for  that. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

iin/.  |       What    motives    do   you    think    are   im- 


pelling him  ? 

M  i;s.  MORTON. 
I  know  too  well  the  motives.     They  are  amhition  and 

the  desire    for    wealth. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

.l.s-.sr///N  (/////  lln'ii  .S7///N  x<i<l!i/.       That's  it. 


Mi;s. 
\I)r.tf>ti!n'ii<jli/.]      Why,  he's  money   mad. 

DR.  TnoMi'-nN. 

Can't  you  witiidraw  him  for  a  while  from  this  mill 
that  i>  urimliim-  out  his  soul?  [Buoyantly.]  Surest 
a  trip  to  the  West  Indies:  it  may  he  the  means  of  sav- 
ing him—  the  trip  will  do  you  hoili  <_food. 
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MRS.  MORTON. 

[Looking  up  in  his  face.]  A  good  suggestion,  Doc- 
tor. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

I  am  sure  he  loves  you  too  much  to  let  you  go  alone, 
and  if  he  won't  go  with  you,  we  shall  have  to  use  other 
means. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

Ah,  Doctor,  there  are  moments  when  I  would  even 
welcome  his  defeat,  if  it  would  only  give  me  hack  my 
boy  who  at  my  knees  learned  to  pray  and  thank  God 
for  the  mercies  he  bestows. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

Take  courage,  then,  and  let  us  hope  that  all  your 
fears  may  be  dispelled.  Your  son  will  soon  be  here. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
I  expect  him  at  any  moment. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

Then  I'll  leave  you  and  meet  you  at  your  home  to- 
night. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

Yes;  do  so.  [Pause.]  Ah,  you  are  a  friend  in- 
deed. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

Good  morning,  Mrs.  Morton. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

Good  morning,  Doctor,  and  many,  many  thanks  for 
your  advice. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

[Going.]     To-night  then? 
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MOKTON. 


To-night. 

[Exit  DR.  THOMPSON  C.  £.  #.] 

L  -enter  AGNES  HAMPTON. 

[She  enters  in  great  glee,  rushes  up  to  MRS.  MORTON 
and  throws  her  arms  lovingly  around  her.] 

AGNES. 

Oh,  Auntie,  Auntie  ;  I've  seen  the  Stock  Exchange  ;  it 
is  beautiful.  I've  never  seen  anything  like  it  before. 
Oli,  it's  wonderful! 

Mus.   MORTON. 
Poor  child  ! 


AGNES. 

[\Vith  ntiinuttion.]  In  the  midst  of  the  crowd  stood 
your  son  like  a  rock  defying  the  storm;  around  him 
there  was  a  group  of  men,  who,  like  himself,  were 
fighting  the  battle  of  their  lives.  Oh,  I  could  see  the 
tragedy  in  their  faces  as  they  looked  to  him  for  help, 
and  this  he  gave  them,  not  by  words  of  sympathy,  but 
by  the  commands  he  issued  to  his  subordinates.  The 
battle  raged  fiercely  and  more  fierce,  until  at  last  the 
storm  seemed  to  spend  its  force.  Then  Mr.  Morton 
jumped  upon  a  bench  and  shouted  defiance  at  his  ene- 
mies: "You've  smasl  icil  Amalgamated  thirty  points," 
he  said.  "It's  now  par;  we'll  take  all  you've  got  at 
that  price;  it's  a  good  investment;  bring  it  to  us  in 
ten  thousand  share  lots."  Then  there  went  up  a  shout, 
the  like  of  which  I've  never  heard  before  in  all  my  life. 
Hats  were  thrown  in  the  air,  men  danced  and  cried  for 
joy.  Bedlam  itself  could  not  have  been  worse.  Oh, 
Auntie;  you  should  lie  proud  of  your  son  —  you  should. 
indeed. 
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MRS.  MORTON. 

[Sadly.]  I  am  proud  of  him,  Agnes,  but  not  for 
this.  [Pause.]  How  is  it  that  young  Mr.  Rodman  did 
not  return  with  you? 

AGNES. 

I  lost  him  in  the  crowd,  Auntie;  he  seemed  greatly 
excited  when  Mr.  Morton  challenged  his  enemies,  and 
went  down  to  speak  to  a  friend  upon  the  floor.  I  }r,\\c 
not  seen  him  since. 

Mi;s.  MORTON. 

Xo  doubt  he,  too,  is  speculating.  [She  bids  her 
bring  a  chair  ami  be  seated  at  her  side.]  Agnes,  is 
there  anything  serious  between  you  and  young  Mr. 
Rodman  ? 

AGNES. 

[Laughing.]  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Oh,  dear  no,  Auntie; 
how  could  there  be  1" 

Mi;s.  MORTON. 
But  I  fear  you  encourage  him. 

AGNES. 

Oh,  indeed,  I  don't.  Auntie.  I  make  fun  of  him.  If 
he  will  persist  in  his  attentions,  I  am  sure  I  can't  help 
it.  and  besides — he  is  sometimes  so  amusing.  Ha,  ha, 
ha!  [Encouraging  MRS.  MORTON.]  Why,  even  you, 
yourself,  have  said  so, 

MRS.  MORTON. 

Yes,  that  is  true,  but  he  is  very  impressionable.  I 
should  be  very  sorry  to  have  you  mislead  him. 

AGNES. 

[Coyly.]  Mislead  Reggie?  Why  should  I.  Auntie? 
Of  course  the  dear  boy  is  very  impressionable;  most 
young  men  are  at  his  age,  but  they  soon  get  over  it. 
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Mi;.-.   MORTON. 
"•/•  reprovingly.] 

AtiXKS. 

Oh,  I'll  take  »i)0(l  cure  that  lie  doesn't  lose  his  head 
or  heart  either,  as  far  as  I  am  concerned.  No,  Mr. 
Reginald  Hodman,  lieir  to  the  Rodman  millions,  is  not 
for  me,  or  rather  I  should  say  I  am  not  for  him.  I 
want  a  hero,  a  true  knight-errant — one  whom  I  can 
love,  not  for  his  millions,  but  for  himself  alone. 

Miss.  MORTON. 

•And  pray.  Agnes,  where  are  you  to  find  this  knight- 
errant  !'  This  is  not  the  age  of  romance. 

AONBS. 

Oh,  the  age  of  romance  has  not  passed,  Auntie. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
No? 

AGNES. 

The  plumed  knight  in  armor  clad,  the  charger  beau- 
tifully caparisoned  has  passed  away,  but  heroism  never 
dies.  In  the  gigantic  battle  I  have  seen  to-day  I  have 
found  my  hero. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

[Regards  her  with  increasing  amazement.]     Agnes ! 

AGNES. 

Oh !  My  knight-errant  fought  bravely  to-day  to  save 
his  friends  from  ruin. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
[Surprised.]     Agnes!! 
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x\GNES. 

[Puts  her  arms  tenderly  around  MRS.  MORTON.] 
Can't  you  guess  who  my  hero  is  ? 

MRS.  MORTON. 
[Ecstatically.]     You  mean  my  Ralph? 

AGNES. 
[Silently  assents.] 

MRS.  MORTON. 

[Rises  and  kisses  AGNES  on  both  cheeks.]  My  child, 
you  have  made  me  very  happy. 

AGNES. 

[Quietly.]  But  what  I  have  told  you  must  remain  a 
secret.  [A  pause.]  You  know  that  your  son  has 
vowed  that  he  will  never  marry  [Sadly]  and  if  he 
should  mean  it — it  would  break  my  heart. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

There,  there,  my  child;  take  courage.  I  believe  his 
indifference  to  women  is  assumed,  besides  he  is  much 
too  engrossed  in  business  at  present  to  think  of  any- 
thing else.  I  fear  he  must  suffer  the  bitter  humilia- 
tion of  defeat  before  he  will  see  life  with  the  proper 
spiritual  vision.  When  that  time  comes  he  may  think 
of  love. 

AGNES. 

But,  Auntie,  my  hero  shall  not  be  defeated;  he  must 
succeed. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
My  dear,  time  alone  can  answer  that. 

[The  distant  roar  of  voices  in  the  street  below 
attracts  the  attention  of  AGNES,  who  instantly 
runs  through  the  double  doors  C.  B.  and  looks 
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out  of  the  large  window.  When  she  arrives 
at  the  window  tumultuous  cheering  is  heard. 
AGXKS  ///W/.'/r.v  an  instant,  and  then  comes 
down  in  great  excitement.] 

AGNES. 

Anhiic,  Auntie,  there  is  Mr.  Morton  coming  this 
way;  a  crowd  is  following  him.  Can't  you  hear  the 
cheering?  [The  cheering  grows  louder  and  louder.} 

MRS.  MORTOX. 
[Much  alarmed.]     What  does  it  all  mean? 

AGNES. 

[Gleefully.]  It  means  that  my  champion  is  vic- 
torious —  victorious.  , 


MORTOX. 
Agnes! 

[Voices  are  heard  in  the  corridor,  among 
RALPH  MORTOX  is  heard  to  say.] 

RALPH  MORTOX. 
[Off  scene.]     All  right,  boys,  that  will  do. 

Mits.  MORTON. 

That  is  Ralph;  make  some  excuse  and  leave  us  to- 
gether a  moment. 

AGNES. 
Yes,  Auntie. 

[The  cheering  still  continn<-*.\ 

Enter  RALPH  MORTOX. 

[As  he  enters  through  the  double  doors,  the  cheering 
gradually  dies  away.  He  has  lost  his  hat,  his 
coat  is  torn,  his  collar  and  cravat  disarranged; 
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nevertheless  he  enters  with  the  smile  of  victory 
upon  liis  face.  He  at  once  notices  his  mother  and 
hurries  to  her,  and  when  she  has  arisen  takes  her 
lovingly  in  his  arms  and  kisses  her  fervently  upon 
both  cheeks;  he  holds  her  in  his  embrace  an  in- 
stant, looks  up  and  smiles  at  AGNES  and  says.] 

RALPH. 

Mother.  I've  beat  'em,  I  beat  'em.  [Then  he  look* 
more  searchingly  at  her  and  sees  to  his  horror  that  she 
has  fainted.]  Quick !  Some  water,  Miss  Hampton ! 

[AGNES  quickly  brings  a  glass  of  water.] 

RALPH. 

[Places  his  mother  gently  in  her  chair  again,  while 
AGNES  takes  a  bottle  of  smelling  salts  from  her  reti- 
cule. The  salts  quickly  revive  her;  then  RALPH  say*.\ 
The  excitement  has  been  too  much  for  her.  [To  A/* 
mother.]  There,  there;  see  you  are  better  already — 

MRS.  MORTON. 
[Draws  AGNES  more  closely  and  whispers  in  her  ear.] 

AGNES. 

You  are  quite  sure  you  feel  all  right  again?  [Pause.] 
Then  I'll  leave  you  for  a  moment.     I'll  be  back  pres- 
ently. 
[Exit  AGNES;  she  passes  into  RALPH'S  private  office  L.] 

MRS.  MORTON. 
[Regarding  RALPH.]     Your  coat  is  torn !! 

RALPH. 
[Attempting  to  laugh.]     Why,  so  it  is! 
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MKS.   MORTON. 

\l'iilln'lir(ilh/.\  |{-il|ih,  Ralph.  what  docs  tlii.s  all 
mean  ? 

RALPH. 

[Dnurs  it  dniir  i/ji  ln'*i<l<'  Ills  nmlln'r,  and  takes  her 
liuml  I'lrini/li/  in  In*  oirn.]  Mother.  it  means  thai  I 
have  fought  the  battle  of  m  life. 


.    .M<M;m\. 
I  do  not  understand? 

RALPH. 

This  morning  John  Hodman  called  me  to  his  office 
and  discharged  me  as  he  would  have  done  an  office  boy. 

Mus.  MORTON. 
Discharged  you? 

RALPH. 

Yes,  and  why  do  you  think  he  did  it,  mother? 

AflfS.     MOUTON'. 

I  don't  know,  Kalph;  I  don't  know. 

RALPH. 

Because  I  would  not  become  a  party  to  a  crime  that 
would  wring  millions  from  the  people. 

MKS.  MORTON. 

But  why  must  you  emhroil  yourself  in  this  battle  of 
millions? 

If  u.rii. 

[Hotly.}  Do  you  suppose  I  shall  allow  John  Ifod- 
man  to  use  our  fair  name  to  float  this  company,  and 
then  insult  us  to  our  face  ?  No,  by  heavens  ! 

Mus.   MORTON. 
Ralph!! 
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EALPH. 

[Bitterly.]  Oh,  he  shall  pay  dearly  for  this  indig- 
nity, I  promise  you. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
No,  no ! ! 

RALPH. 

Yes,  he  shall.  I'll  fight  him  now  until  he  cries  for 
quarter.  We  shall  see  whether  integrity  is  not  an  asset 
of  more  value  than  money. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

Integrity  was  an  asset  when  your  father  was  alive, 
but  to-day  it's  money,  money,  money.  Honor,  peace, 
happiness — everything  is  measured  by  it. 

EALPH. 

Yes,  but  I  think  I  see  a  ray  of  light  upon  the  hori- 
zon. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
[Shakes  her  head  doubtfully.] 

RALPH. 

[Now  draws  his  chair  nearer  to  his  mother  and 
speaks  earnestly  and  rapidly.]  Listen,  mother,  and  I 
will  tell  you.  It  was  ten  o'clock  when  I  had  my  inter- 
view with  Rodman.  [He  looks  at  his  watch.]  It  is 
now  half  past  eleven.  In  that  short  time  I  have  made 
history. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

I  do  not  understand? 

RALPH. 

When  John  Rodman  said  that  in  the  future  Taylor 
and  Company  would  represent  The  Amalgamated  Com- 
pany on  the  Exchange,  I  knew  what  was  in  store  for 
me. 
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Mi:s.  MORTON. 
[In  a  trembling  voice..]     What  do  you  mean? 

EALPH. 

That  I  was  to  be  crushed.  No  man  lias  ever  dared  to 
defy  him  without  paying  the  penalty.  And  the  penalty 
is  ruin. 

MKS.  MORTON. 
Ali !     I  knew  it. 

RALPH. 

I  knew  I  had  to  act  quickly.  Within  an  hour  I  se- 
cured the  assistance  of  three  powerful  .firms  and  the 
personal  aid  of  the  President  of  one  of  the  largest  Trust 
Companies  in  the  city. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
But  how  did  you  do  this? 

RALPH. 

I  showed  them  that  the  company  was  earning  six- 
teen per  cent,  per  annum.  I  proved  this  by  the  report 
published  by  Rodman's  authority. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
Yes. 

RALPH. 

I  convinced  them  that  this  raid  was  an  organized 
scheme  to  stampede  the  small  shareholders  in  order  that 
Rodman  and  his  friends  might  buy  back  at  fifty  cents 
on  the  dollar  the  stock  they  had  sold  them  at  par. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

But  why  did  these  firms  come  to  your  assistance; 
was  it  friendship  for  you? 
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RALPH. 

[Somewhat  embarrassed.}  To  some  extent — you 
know  Rodman  and  his  associates  are  not  beloved  by  the 
entire  commercial  world. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
Then  it  was  antagonism  to  Mr.  Rodman? 

RALPH. 

[Still  more  embarrassed.]  Not  altogether — although 
possibly  that  may  have  had  some  influence.  lSTo,  I 
think  I  really  clinched  the  matter  when  I  showed  them 
that  Rodman  could  not  sell  many  thousand  more  shares 
short  without  losing  control. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
Then  you  appealed  to  their  self-interest? 

RALPH. 

[ A  ttempts  to  avoid  her  searching  glance,  but  failing 
in  this  look*  at  the  floor  and  says  slowly.}  Yes. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

Then  you  have  built  your  house  upon  a  foundation 
of  sand,  and  at  the  first  blast  of  a  tempest  it  will  fall 
about  your  ears  like  a  house  built  of  cards.  [With- 
conviction.]  You  and  your  friends  cannot  defeat  John 
Rodman. 

RALPH. 
[Excitedly.]     He  is  already  defeated. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

Only  for  the  moment,  hei  neither  forgets  nor  for- 
gives; he  will  ruin  you  yet. 


-////:  PARTING  OF   nil:  WAYS"  77 

RALPH. 

/'//     hi  ft    r.rrili'iiifiil    ninl     inilkx    nhniil    tix    li  <• 

No.  he  has  reckoned  without  his  liost  this 
time.  Then-  is  Imt  one  wjiy  he  can  succeed;  he  must 
stampede  the  investing  shareholders.  Already  he  has 

attempted    to   do   this    h\    circiilal  in-    fal.-e    reports;   we 

liave  checkmated    him   tin-re:   then    he  commenced  sell- 

;he  stock  fhort,  and  although  he  has  sold  thousands 

-hares,    the    stockholders    have    not   yet    deserted    us. 

[lie  iinir  fifx'alis  f<>rrcfnlli/.\      No.  there  is  but  one  way 

he  can  stampede  ihem.  and  that  is  by  passing  the  divi- 

dend   \^<ini<i<'li/\   and  he  doesn't  dare  to  do  that.     He 

doesn't   dare  to  do  that  !  !  ! 

Mi;s.    MOKTOV. 

John  liodmaii  fears  nothing;  why  should  he  hesitate 
when  he  can  make  untold  millions  by  such  a  simple 
ruse? 

RALPH. 

Because,  mother,  lie  would  have  to  pay  too  dearly  for 
it.  There  are  some  cases  where  iiionev  is  gained  at  too 
great  a  price  —  this  is  one  of  them. 

Mits.   AIoitTov 

Then  you  underestimate  your  adversary,  lie  will  stop 
at  nothing  when  millions  lure  him  on. 


\K.r<-il<'illi/.\  He  dare  not!!  Had  I  acceded  to  his 
wish,  he  could  have  accomplished  his  purpose  silently. 
and  nobody  would  have  known  who  the  traitor  was. 
But  now  he  must  come  out  in  the  open  and  prove  him- 
self a  liar  and  a  traitor:  the  linger  of  scorn  would  be 
pointed  at  him:  he  would  be  shunned  by  all  good  so- 
ciety. and  I.ecome  a  social  outcast. 
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MRS.  MORTON. 

No,  he  would  not  be  shunned  by  society  and  become  a 
social  outcast,  because  the  standard  of  worth  to-day  is 
wealth,  not  integrity.  Money  is  their  God.  [Implor- 
ingly.] Oh,  Ralph,  Ralph,  let  us  leave  this  mad  rush 
for  wealth  and  sail  away  upon  your  yacht  for  a  cruise 
in  the  West  Indies. 

RALPH. 

[Bitterly.]  Ah!  Mother,  don't  speak  of  yachting 
cruises  when  the  welfare  of  thousands  hangs  upon  me 

MRS.  MORTON. 
[Pleading.]     Only  for  a  little  while. 

RALPH. 

Why,  mother,  people  who  never  owned  a  share  of 
stock  before  in  their  lives  have  put  their  little  all  in 
this  venture  upon  my  assurance.  I  cannot  desert  them 
now.  To  do  so  would  be  cowardice.  M}r  honor  is  at 
stake. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

Oh,  Ralph,  if  you  would  only  listen  to  me. 

RALPH. 
No,  no,  I  cannot. 

Enter  PROF.  STRATTON. 

[He  rushes  in  through  the  double  doors  in  great  ex- 
citement and  hands  RALPH  a  scrap  of  paper.] 

PROF.  STRATTOX. 

[Greatly  excited.]  Ralph!  Ralph!  Your  floor  man 
Thornton  on  the  Exchange  sent  me  with  this.  He 
wants  to  see  you  at  once. 
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RALPH. 

[Seizes  the  paper  und  reads  rapidly.]  They  are 
forcing  the  fight;  come  at  once!  [He  regards  PROF. 
STRATTON,  whose  face  denotes  disaster;  then  he  rushes 
out,  saying.]  I'll  be  back  in  a  moment,  mother;  don't 
go  until  1  return. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

[Surprised.]  Why!  He's  gone  without  his  hat. 
What  is  the  meaning  of  this,  Professor? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

It  means  that  unless  Ralph  can  steady  the  market,  a 
panic  will  ensue;  he  may  be  ruined,  and  I  will  have 
lost  the  savings  of  a  lifetime. 

[Re-enter  AGNES  HAMPTON  from  office  left.  She 
has  been  standing  in  the  doorway  a  moment 
and  now  advances  and  speaJcs.] 

AGNES. 

[}\'ith  conviction.]  He  will  be  victorious,  I  am  sure 
of  it.  Oh,  Auntie,  please  let  me  go  to  the  Exchange. 

.Miis.  MORTON. 

No,  you  must  not  leave  me  now,  Agnes.  I  am  very 
nervous. 

[AGNES,  greatly  disappointed,  passes  through 
the  double  doors  C.  B.  and  looks  out  of  the 
large  window.] 

[To  PROF.  STRATTON.]  I  am  sorry  to  learn  that  you 
have  been  speculating,  Professor. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Slightly  irritated.]  I  have  not  been  speculating, 
Mrs.  Morton;  I  put  my  savings  into  Amalgamated  as 
an  investment. 
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MRS.  MORTON. 
You  are  juggling  with  words.  I  fear. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

No !  I'm  not  juggling  with  words ;  remember  I  am 
a  college  professor  whose  paltry  salary  is  scarcely 
enough  to  give  him  a  living.  Have  I  not  the  right  to 
invest  it  in  a  company  whose  solidity  has  been  assured 
by  your  son,  without  being  regarded  as  a  speculator? 

MRS.  MORTON. 
[Apologetically.]     I  do  not  wish  to  reproach  you. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

No,  but  unfortunately  yoti  have  struck  the  keynote 
of  the  whole  situation.  [Forcefully.]  Have  not  the 
people  who  put  their  money  into  companies  of  this 
character  the  right  to  be  treated  fairly? 

MRS.  MORTON. 
Certainly. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

And  are  not  the  officers  and  directors  of  these  com- 
panies the  servants  of  the  people  who  invest  their  sav- 
ings in  them? 

MRS.  MORTON. 

They  should  bo,  but  I  fear  Wall  Street  is  not  yet 
Utopia.  . 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

No ! !  but  the  clay  will  come  when  these  men,  who 
are  our  servants,  shall  be  called  to  account.  They  have 
lorded  it  over  us  long  enough. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
I  pray  it  may  be  so. 
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[The  Sturl,-  ti.rc/Hiin/r  iiml  J-'nitiiii-in!  Hccon/i •/>•. 
ii-li  it-It  Inn-''  licrci'jfon'  Ix'i'n  irorlciinj  nl  irri'jj- 
ular  inlcrnil*.  iniir  iniil.-c  *<>  muck  noise  Hint 
flu-  itltnitioii  af  iTt'ri/liiiili/  in  Ilic  room  is  "/- 
Inn  li'd  !</  I  In- in.  | 

AI;\KS. 

[Coming  down.]  Oh.  Auntie.  Auntie,  there  must  be  a 
battle  royal  in  the  Kxeh.-iiiLie.  Won't  you  let  me  go? 
Oh,  please.  Auntie,  let.  me  go. 

PROF.  STKATTON. 
You  had  best  remain.  Miss  Hampton;  Kalph  will  re- 

tnrn  in  a  i'e\v  ni(uuent>  and  tell  ns  all. 

Mi;s.   MORTON. 

Oh,  1  wish  it  were  all  over,  this  suspense  is  torturing 
me. 

PROF.  STRATTOX. 

[Kindly.]  Won't  you  come  in  Ualph's  private  office 
and  rest  yourself  a  moment  !  |  Mus.  Mouxox  arises.] 
Miss  Hampton  will  tell  us  when  your  son  returns. 

AGNES. 
[Advances  to  MRS.  MORTON  anil  .w//*  sympathetic' 

nil  if.  |     Do.  Auntie.     Don't  worry.     Ralph  will  win  yet. 

Mlts.    ^^ORTON. 

[Arises,  takes  PROF.  STRATTON'S  ///•///   and  together 

l/iri/  I'nti'i-  HM.I-H'S  jirirute  office.] 

Re-enter  REGINALD  RODMAN. 
[REGINALD  contfx  in  l/inmi/li  1lu>  double  doors  in  great 

his  hut  ;'x  ,«ni<isli<'<l :  ///x  collar  and  coat  dis- 
l.  mill  lie  is  evidently  laboring  under  great 
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excitement;  however,  he  attempts  to  pull  himself 
together  and  assume  his  usually  polite  demeanor.] 

REGINALD. 

[AGNES  gives  him  a  frigid  glance.]  I  hope  you  will 
excuse  me  for  having  left  you,  Miss  Hampton.  In- 
deed I  do — I  know  I  have  been  very  rude,  but  I  could 
not  help  it.  Oh,  I'm  very  sorry;  indeed,  I  am. 

AGNES. 

It  is  the  last  time  you  shall  take  me  out,  Mr.  Rod- 
man. I  might  have  been  killed  in  that  crowd. 

REGINALD. 

I  know;  they  came  very  near  finishing  me;  look  at 
me!! 

AGNES. 
Have  you  just  come  from  the  Exchange? 

REGINALD. 
Yes,  I  sold —    -  [He  stops  short.] 

AGNES. 

There,  I  knew  it;  you've  been  speculating;  which 
side  are  you  on — for  or  against  Mr.  Morton  ? 

REGINALD. 
Oh,  never  mind. 

AGNES. 
But  I  do  mind. 

REGINALD. 

Don't  worry  about  me;  I'm  only  a  two-spot  in  this 
game.  Why,  when  I  left  the  floor  a  few  moments  ago, 
they  were  tossing  ten  and  twenty  thousand  share  lots 
into  the  ring. 
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AGNES. 

Oh!! 

REGINALD. 

Everybody  is  acting  like  lunatics.  Why,  as  I  passed 
into  the  street,  some  frenzied  man  attacked  me,  and  I 
would  never  have  reached  here  if  Crane  had  not  come 
to  my  assistance.  [Forcefully.]  This  fight  between 
Morton  and  the  governor  has  split  Wall  Street  wide 
open.  [At  this  instant  the  roar  of  the  mob  in  the 
street  below  attracts  his  attention.]  There,  do  you 
hear  that?  Well,  I'm  off  to  see  the  finish.  [He  rushes 
out  unceremoniously.} 

[Exit  REGINALD  C.  B.  E.] 

AGNES. 

[Passes  to  the  large  window  B.  C.  and  looks  out, 
then  returns  and  looks  at  the  Market  Recorder  ribbon. 
As  the  roar  dies  away,  RODMAN'S  voice  is  heard  off 
scene.} 

ROOM  \  \ . 
[Off  scene.}     Is  Morton  here? 

RAYMOND. 
[At  double  doors.]     No,  sir. 

[JOHN  RODMAN  enters  hurriedly.] 

RODMAN. 
[Curtly.]     Where  is  he? 

RAYMOND. 
At  the  Exchange,  sir. 

RODMAN. 

Well,  they'll  need  him  there  now.  Has  my  ward, 
Miss  Hampton,  come  in  yet? 
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RAYMOND. 

There  she  is,  sir !     [Pointing  to  AGNES.] 

RODMAN. 
Oh !     [He  advances  toward  AGNES.]     Here  you  are. 

[RAYMOND  retires  C.  B.  E.] 

AGNES. 
[Turns  and  says.]     Good  morning,  Mr.  Rodman. 

RODMAN. 

[Somewhat  impatiently.}  You  left  word  at  the  office 
for  me  to  meet  you  here.  What's  the  trouble? 

AGNES. 

[Smiling.]  Oh,  there's  no  particular  trouble,  I  as- 
sure you,  only  I'm  of  age  to-day. 

RODMAN. 

I  have  forgotten  the  matter.  [Reflecting.]  Let  me 
see.  I  promised  you  an  accounting  of  your  father's 
estate — did  I  not? 

AGNES. 
Yes. 

RODMAN. 

Well,  I've  thought  the  matter  over  and  I've  come  to 
the  conclusion  that  you  had  best  leave  your  investments 
in  my  "hands — I'll  double  them  for  you,  if  you  do  ? 

AGNES. 

Oh,  thank  you — but  I  prefer  to  control  my  own 
affairs. 

RODMAN. 

Well,  that  is  your  privilege — I'll  have  the  transfer 
made  next  week. 
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NES. 

\An.ri<>ii*li/.\     But  I  wish  to  have  it  made  at  once. 

RODM  \  \ . 

\^tispiciom]y.\  Why  do  you  wish  the  affair  settled 
at  once;  are  you  interested  in  this  fellow  Morton? 

AGNES. 
Yes.      \I'tn(^i'.\      IVrhaps  more  than  you  imagine. 

RODMAN. 

Indeed.  Would  you  be  foolish  enough  to  risk  your 
numey  in  this  fight  of  his  if  you  had  it? 

AGNES. 

Yr~.  if  I  thought  1  could  save  him. 

RODM  v  \ . 

That  would  not  be  very  grateful  to  me,  your  guard- 
ian. WV11.  you  may  be  thankful  that  you  haven't  any- 
thing at  stake  with  Ralph  Morton,  for  if  you  had,  you 
would  lose  every  penny  of  it. 

AGNES. 

Yiui  think  lie  will   fail  thru  ': 

RODMAN. 
Yes,  if  he  persists.    It  may  prove  his  ruin. 

AtiN  I  3. 

\ Alarmed.}     You  surely  don't  mean  to  ruin  him? 

RODM  \  N . 

I  gave  hi  in  fair  warning.  He  has  forced  the  fight. 
\«i\v  let  him  look  to  himself. 
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[The  roar  of  the  mob  in  the  street  is  again  heard 
off  scene,  and  continues  during  remainder  of 
scene.] 

AGNES. 

[Dramatically.]  Mr.  Rodman,  you  are  ruining  a 
brave  and  honest  man,  and  the  day  will  come  when 
you  will  regret  it. 

RODMAN. 

I  am  not  in  need  of  advice  just  now.  Come  to  my 
office  a  week  from  to-day,  and  I'll  settle  your  affairs. 
Then  you  will  be  responsible  for  your  own  investments, 
not  I. 

[Exit  RODMAN.    He  goes  out  rapidly  C.  B.  E.] 

AGNES. 

[Stands  dazed  for  a  moment,  the  tumult  in  the  street 
foreboding  disaster.] 

[The  roar  of  the  mob  in  the  street  below  grows 
louder  and  louder.,  finally  when  the  tumult 
has  reached  its  climax.] 

Enter  RALPH  MORTON. 

[RALPH  enters  rapidly  through  the  double  doors  and 
drops  limply  into  a  chair  near  his  mother.  lie  is 
pale,  worn,  and  dejected  and  too  exhausted  to 
speak.  AGNES  observing  this,  quickly  brings  him 
a  glass  of  water,  which  he  taJces  from  her  hands 
and  mechanically  places  to  his  lips.  After  he  has 
drunk  deeply  he  returns  the  glass  to  her  and  for 
an  instant  sits  speechless,  blankly  staring  into 
the  auditorium.  PROF.  STRATTON  advances  and 
places  his  hand  kindly  on  his  shoulder,  whilst  his 
mother  takes  RALPH'S  hand  in  her  own  and  ca- 
resses it.  When  the  roar  of  the  mob  dies  away 
RALPH  speaks.] 
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i-ji. 

[In  a  voice  iri'nti>i>n<j  irilli  emotion.}'  It's  all  over, 
mother;  I've  been  caught  like  a  rat  in  a  trap — I'm 
done  for. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
My  poor  boy — 

RALPH. 

I  tried  to  stem  the  storm,  but  that  was  impossible; 
they  passed  the  dividend,  and  threw  thousands  of  shares 
on  the  market;  the  stock  dropped  a  point  a  minute; 
all  other  securities  fell  in  sympathy,  and  now  there  is 
a  panic  that  only  tin*  closing  of  the  Exchange  can  stop. 

Mi:s.  MORTON. 

I'  '///////.]  It  had  to  come,  Balph.  [Pause.]  It  is 
best  that  it  has  come. 

RALPH. 

[Looking  up  sadly  in  the  face  of  PROF.  STRATTON.] 
Poor  old  friend. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Don't  mind  me,  Ealph.  In  spite  of  our  misfortune, 
we  are  richer  by  far  than  John  Rodman  with  all  his 
millions. 

RALPH. 

I  was  tricked — he  lied  to  me — he  lied  to  his  friends 
— he  and  his  clique  arc  the  most  soulless  set  of  men 
the  world  has  ever  seen. 

Mi;s.  MORTON. 

It  is  true  that  you  were  betrayed,  Ralph,  but  you  de- 
ceived yourself. 

RALPH. 
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MRS.  MORTON. 

Yes,  you  deceived  yourself  when  you  entered  this 
mad  race  for  wealth  and  power;  you  deceived  your- 
self when  you  allied  your  firm  with  John  Kodman,  a 
man  who  believes  that  the  chief  end  of  life  is  the 
acquisition  of  wealth,  and  that  the  only  guiding  motive 
in  the  world  is  self-interest. 

PROF.  STRATTOX. 
True !     True ! 

MRS.  MORTON. 

[With  fiiiirictioii.]  But  there  is  a  nobler  motive 
than  selfishness.  Ah,  Ralph,  you  must  listen  to  me. 

RALPH. 

[Sits,  lo<il,'in</  xcitrrlnngly  at  his  mother.] 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Advances  and  puts  arm  affectionately  on  RALPH'S 
shoulder.]  Ralph,  there  comes  a  time  in  the  life  of 
every  man  when  he  feels  capable  of  great  things.  That 
time  has  arrived  for  you.  Are  you  fully  awake  to  the 
possibilities  before  you? 

RALPH. 
What  do  you  mean? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Why  must  you  waste  your  life  in  money  making? 
What  interest  does  the  world  at  large  take  in  the  quar- 
rel between  Rodman  and  yourself?  Xone  at  all.  Why 
should  they?  The  affair  is  personal,  and  at  best  con- 
cerns a  few  thousand  shareholders,  most  of  whom  in- 
vested for  the  profit  there  was  in  it ;  why  should  the 
world  weep  for  them? 
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I.'VU'II. 

I'.ut    my    friends    iiin.-l    !>«•    repaid    if    I    die   for  it.      I 
slisill   not   Bee  tlirni   robbed. 


.    STIIATTON. 

I  admit  the\  should  he  repaid,  and  this  you  can  ac- 
complish if  you  discard  your  personal  quarrel  and  at- 
tack principles. 

RALPH. 

|.ln.-r,v  IIIK!  /or//,-x  *<'>in-li  in<//i/  tit,  I'ltor.  SrUATTOX.] 
How  ? 

PROF-'.  STUATTON. 

Strike  at  the  system  that  has  built  up  these  colossal 
fortunes,  show  the  privileges  by  which  they  have  been 
nourished,  and  the  trickery  by  which  they  have  grown 
to  such  prodigious  proportions.  Start  a  campaign  of 
education,  sound  a  hattle  cry  that  can  be  heard  from 
the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific,  then  you  will  have  the  pub- 
lic with  you. 

RALPH. 

[Firmly.]  You  are  right,  my  friend.  [He  then 
tiikrx  ///.s'  ninllii'r's  Iniinl  mid  says.]  Ah!  mother,  I 
was  wrong  not  in  have  listened  to  you.  There  ne\er 
was  a  time  more  propitious  for  such  a  campaign. 
[PffM.Nv.  |  \Ve  shall  probably  be  called  Anarchists  for 
attacking  the  vested  rights  of  capital,  but  what  of  that? 

I'KOK.  STI:ATTO\. 

Who  cares  what  they  call  us  as  long  as  we  have  the 
right  on  our  side.  Most  of  the  men  who  now  direct 
our  so-called  destiny  are  selfish  and  arrogant  :  we  have 
chosen  to  put  them  on  a  lofty  pedestal,  and  believe 
them  to  be  our  superiors,  but  they  are  not.  for  they 
have  no  ideals  beyond  the  making  of  money. 
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KALPH. 
That's  true.    But  how  are  we  to  start  our  campaign? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
We  must  win  the  press  over  to  our  side. 

RALPH. 
The  press  will  not  print  our  propaganda? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
Not  at  present,  but  "The  Standard"  will. 

RALPH. 
Ha,  ha,  ha!     That's  so. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

And  when  the  other  independent  journals  hear  the 
rumpus  they'll  get  aboard. 

RALPH. 

We  won't  be  able  to  make  much  of  a  rumpus  with- 
out capital? 

MRS.  MORTON. 

[Advancing.]  Ralph,  you  are  welcome  to  every  dol- 
lar I  have  in  the  world  for  such  a  cause;  take  it  and 
make  the  fight. 

RALPH. 

But,  mother,  your  little  fortune  would  not  be  a  drop 
in  the  bucket.  I.  need  half  a  million  for  such  an  un- 
dertaking. Who  will  lend  me  such  a  sum,  with  the 
possibility  of  never  being  repaid. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
That's  the  question. 
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.\<;.\i;s  1!  \MPTON. 

[\\lio  lias  been  a  silent  spectator  of  the  episode  and 
comes  between  R.M.I-II  and  his  mother,  who  occupies 
the  centre  of  the  stage.  She  says  quietly.]  I  will ! ! 

KALPH. 
[Dumbfounded.]     You  will? 

AGNES. 

Yi  s,  the  fortune  left  me  by  my  father  will  be  ample 
for  your  cause ;  take  it  and  repay  me  when  you  are  suc- 
cessful. 

RALPH. 
Hut  I  may  never  succeed. 

V.N'ES. 

You  will  succeed,  for  you  are  right;  take  it  and 
make  me  happy. 

RALPH. 
"What  shall  I  do,  mother? 

MRS.  MORTON. 

\Puts  her  arm  lovingly  around  AGNES.]  Take  it, 
Ralph;  I  know  she  is  sincere;  this  fight  is  now  a  ques- 
tion between  honesty  and  dishonesty,  and  you  will  win. 

AGNES. 

Yi  -.  you  will  win.  [Imploringly.]  Take  it  and  lead 
us  on  to  victory. 

RALPH. 

[Takes  the  hand  of  A<;\i:s  ,md  looks  searching! //  in 
her  eyes.]  My  little  woman,  I  never  thought  you  had 
as  much  courage  as  this;  to-day  I  see  you  in  a  different 
light.  [To  his  mother  triumphantly.]  Mother,  I  will 
accept  and  lead  the  cause  to  victory  or  die  in  the  at- 
tempt. 
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PROF.  STEATTOX. 

[Joyously.]  Bravo!  Bravo!!  Now  we'll  sound  a 
clarion  note  that  shall  awaken  the  nation.  We'll  de- 
nounce these  men  and  their  rotten  methods  of  high 
finance.  We'll  show  by  what  tricker}r  and  corruption 
they  have  grown  rich,  and  like  an  avenging  Nemesis, 
we'll  flay  them  until  the}'  see  the  evil  of  their  ways  and 
plead  for  mercy. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

[Who  has  returned  to  the  chair,  looks  at  RALPH  and 
says.]  Ah,  at  last  I  see  a  ray  of  light  upon  the  hori- 
zon. 

RALPH. 

[Crosses  to  his  mother.]  Yes,  mother,  a  fairer  day 
is  dawning,  for  from  this  day  forth  I  shall  dedicate  the 
remainder  of  my  life  to  fighting  these  men  and  the 
conditions  that  have  made  them  possible.  We  shall  see 
whether  honesty  or  dishonesty  shall  prevail. 

MRS.  MORTOX. 

Honesty  will  prevail.  [Pause.]  And  now,  my  son, 
bind  that  vow  with  a  kiss. 

[RALPH  bends  over  and  kisses  his  mother  on  the 
brow  and  then  falls  upon  one  knee  and  bows 
his  head  in  her  lap  as  he  used  to  do  ivlien-  lie 
was  a  boy.    At  this  instant  a  smile  of  victory 
passes  over  her  face  and  she  says.] 
Aye,  here  at  my  knees  you  learned  to  pray.     Xow. 
God  grant  you  health  and  strength  to  keep  your  vow. 


CURTAIN. 
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ACT  III. 

SCEN  ]•:. 

Tin  ,'<lit<iri<il  rnuinx  of  The  Stamlnnl  of  the  People; 
overlooking  Broad  Street  and  the  Stock  Exchange, 
.\fir  York  dli/.  Tlit'i-f  are  two  large  double  win- 
//o/r.s  at  ff n Irr  hack,  before  which  are  two  large 
tn/tlf  //r.s7,-.v.  'I'/i  rui/uli  //n.s-  irindow  one  may  see 
fin-  lull  buildings  and  house  tops  of  the  district. 
On  the  right  of  large  irindow  is  a  staircase  leading 
to  a  loft  above,  and  to  the  right  of  the  stairway 
is  ii  door  irli  ifli  lends  to  the  composing  room.  On 
!<•  ft.  n  ftiinilnr  door  leads  to  the  elevator;  near  this 
tl< mi-  /x  <i  desk  and  telephone  and  a  revolving  chair. 
Ai/ninxt  tlif  wall  at  various  places  are  chairs  for 
customers.  The  furnishings  are  of  the  usual  type 
itst'tl  tti-i/tii/.  and  denote  a  thriving,  enterprising 
:^  im  per  office.  A  financial  News  Recorder  occu- 
tiif*  tlif  R.  of  stage. 

TIME. 

Thr  A  nt  n  in  n  of  1909  (six  years  later).     The  hour  of 

noon. 

DISCOVERED. 

I >.\ \\sox,  a  young  clerk,  is  discovered  at  his  desk  on  the 
left,  and  PROF.  STUATTOX  is  seated  before  a  table 
tlfsk  /,'.  I'i;oi-.  STKATTON  is  busily  occupied  open- 
ing a  pile  of  letters  on  his  desk,  while  DAWSON  is 
copying  n  list  of  names  in  a  large  book,  seated  at 
tlif  tf  If /ill  <»i  <>  <lf*k  R. 

PROF.   STI;  \TTOX. 

Here,  Dawson.  [He  rises  and  haiiil*  In' in  n  handful 
of  letter*.]  Here  are  fifty  more  subscriptions  for  "The 
Standard."  Wlmt  (!••  ymi  think  of  that? 
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DAWSON. 

Gee,  but  that's  encouraging. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

It  certainly  is.  Lord,  who  could  have  forseen  our 
success  six  years  ago.  Then  our  circulation  was  only  a 
few  thousand.  To-day  it  is  a  million.  We  have  John 
Rodman  to  thank  for  that. 

DAWSON. 
[Looking  up  intently.}     How  so,  sir? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

It  was  he  who  ruined  Ralph  Morton,  and  it  was 
Ralph  who  backed  me  in  this  fight  for  honesty  in  busi- 
ness. 

DAWSON. 

But,  sir,  I  thought  it  was  Miss  Hampton  who  fur- 
nished the  capital? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

So  it  was,  Dawson;  so  it  was — without  her  assist- 
ance, Morton  could  neither  have  helped  me  nor  himself. 

DAWSON. 
Was  she  very  rich,  sir? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Not  as  rich  as  some  suppose.  But  she  had  pluck, 
my  boy.  She  gave  Ralph  every  dollar  she  had  in  the 
world. 

DAWSON. 
She  must  have  thought  a  lot  of  him  to  do  that  ? 
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PROI       Eh    :  \  :  TON. 

She  loves  and  honors  him.  I  believe  they  are 
engaged.  Well,  Ralph  liquidated  with  his  creditors, 
and  together  w»-  stMi-trd  this  Metropolitan  daily. 

DAWSOK. 

That  took  money. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Yes,  but,  thank  God,  we*  are  on  Easy  Street  now. 
Our  paper  is  profitable,  and  Richard  Morton  &  Son  are 
still  honored  and  respected  in  the  Street. 

DAWSON. 

But  they  don't  cut  much  of  a  figure  in  Wall  Street 
to-day. 

PROF.  STRATTOX. 

Not  directly,  Dawson,  for  now  they  only  do  an  in- 
vestment business.  Their  real  strength  lies  here ! 

DAWSOX. 
What  do  you  mean,  sir? 

PROF.  STRATTOX. 

I  mean  that  "The  Standard"  is  a  mighty  power  in 
the  land.  Ralph  could  not  fight  Rodman  in  the  open 
market.  He  is  not  rich  enough  to  do  that.  But,  just 
the  same,  I  expect  he  will  gain  control  of  Amalgamated 
at  the  coming  elections  to-day. 

DAWSON. 
Do  you  really  think  so? 

PROF.  STRATTOX. 

I  am  almost  certain  of  it.  The  honest  principles  for 
which  "The  Standard"  has  fought  are  at  last  bearing 
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fruit.  \IIc  goes  to  his  desk  and  gets  a  large  bundle  of 
papers.]  See ! !  Here  are  proxies  for  over  one  hundred 
thousand  shares. 

DAW  SON. 
What  are  proxies,  anyway,  Professor? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

A  proxy  is  an  authorization  in  writing  given  by  the 
owner  of  the  stock  to  another  to  vote  it  in  his  stead. 

DAWSON. 
Then  they  represent  the  stock? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Yes.  that's  it.     If  Ralph  can  control  a  majorit}-   of 
the  stock,  he'll  give  them  a  square  deal. 

DAWSON. 
I'll  bet  he  will. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

That's  why  so  many  stockholders  are  sending  us  their 
proxies. 

Enter  POSTMAN. 

[He  comes  in  through  door  R.,  takes  a  large  bundle  of 
legal  envelopes  from  his  bag,  hands  them  to  PROF. 
STRATTON  and  retires.] 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

See — here's  a  lot  more.      [Buoyantly.]     I  tell  you, 
Dawson,  things  are  coming  our  way  at  last. 

[Their  conversation  is  cut  short  by  the  uncere- 
monious entrance  of  SCRAGG  from  the  com- 
posing room  L.] 
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[Srif.\<;<;  I'M  ,i  i/iinni/  hay  iilnnil  fourteen  years  of  age. 
He  wears  a  dirty  <n>nm,  and  his  face  is  besmeared 
irilli  /'///,-.  In  his  hands  he  has  some  proof  sheet.*.] 

Sc  K.VGG. 

[To  PROF.  STKATTON.]  Mr.  King  wants  you  to 
0.  K.  tliis  editorial,  sir. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Seated  at  dexl,-.  tuL-t-s  proof  sheets.]  He  don't  ex- 
pect me  to  0.  K.  such  errors  as  these,  does  he?  How 
do  you  spell  vindicate,  Scragg? 

SCR AGO. 
I  don't  know,  sir. 

PROF.  STRATTOX. 

You  don't  know,  eh?  Well,  do  you  spell  it  with  a 
w  or  with  a  v? 

SCRAGO. 
I  don't  know,  sir. 

PROF.  STRATTOX. 
\\rll,  why  don't  you  know? 

SCRAGG. 

'Cause  I'm  only  a  printers  devil.  I  wipes  off  the 
cylinders  and  cleans  the  types;  I  ain't  s'posed  to  know 
nuffin  'bout  literature. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
Have  you  never  been  to  school? 

SCRAOG. 

Sure,  I've  been  to  school,  but  I  never  learned  much. 
They  never  spelled  windicate  in  my  class. 
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PROF.  STRATTON. 
[Busy.]     No? 

SCRAGG. 

But  I  guess  if  you  spells  it  wid  a  w.,  Prof.,  you'll 
be  all  right. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

I  don't  think  so,  Scragg.  [Handing  him  the  manu- 
script after  making  several  corrections.]  Take  that 
back  to  Mr.  King  and  tell  him  to  put  that  clause  in  a 
parenthesis,  and  let  the  proof  reader  go  over  the  whole 
before  it  goes  to  press. 

SCRAGG. 

All  right,  sir.  [fie  starts  toward  the  composing 
room  L.,  but  stops  and  says.]  Say,  Prof.,  I  guess  I've 
done  something  wrong. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[With  mock  severity.]  Why,  what  have  you  done 
now? 

SCRAGG. 
I've  forgot  to  tell  you  something. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
Well,  what  is  it,  Scragg? 

SCRAGG. 

I  forgot  to  tell  you  them  Leaguer  fellers  is  coming 
here  in  a  little  while. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

You  mean  the  League  of  Journalists?  Are  they  in 
town? 

SCRAGG. 
Yes,  sir;  Mr.  Hall  come  in  when  you  was  out. 
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PROF.  STRATTON. 
Well,  well!!    What  did  he  say? 

SCRAGG. 

He  said  fur  me  to  tell  you  they'd  all  be  on  hand. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Good !     Good ! !     That's  the  best  news  yet.     Did  he 
say  anything  else? 

SCRAGO. 
Yes,  he  said  he  had  a  bunch  of  er 


PROF.  STRATTON. 
Proxies  ? 

SCRAGG. 
Yes,  sir;  them's  the  things  he's  got. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha !    I  knew  it.    I  knew  it.    Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Oh,  we'll  beat  Eodman  yet. 

SCRAGG. 
[Looks  pleased,  but  hesitates.] 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Come,  don't  forget  to  tell  Mr.  King  to  correct  that 
editorial. 

SCRAGG. 
[Going.]     No,  sir;  no,  sir! 

[Exit  SCRAGG;  he  enters  composing  room  L.] 
[The  telephone  lell  rings  and  DAWSON   takes 
the  message.] 

DAWSON. 

Yes,   sir.      Prof.   Stratton  is  here.      [Pause.]      Xo, 
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Mr.  Morton  is  net  here.     He  is  at  Mr.  Arnold's  office, 
but  we  expect  him  before  long. 

[He  rings  off  and  hangs  up  the  telephone.     To 
PROF.  STRATTON.] 

The  League  of  Journalists  will  be  here  in  a  few  min- 
utes, sir. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Good — who  are  coming? 

DAWSON. 

Hall  of  Philadelphia  "Recorder,"  Benson  of  the  St. 
Louis  "Star,"  Saunders  of  the  'Frisco  "Times"  and 
Brice  of  the  Chicago  "News." 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Good,  they  are  all  on  hand.  [Elated.]  Lord,  that 
puts  courage  in  me. 

[Their  conversation  is  interrupted  by  the  hur- 
ried re-entrance  of  SCRAGG.] 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
[Looking  up  at  Scragg.]     Well? 

SCRAGG. 
Mr.  King  says  he  must  see  you,  sir. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
[Very  busy.]     What  about? 

SCRAGG. 

Not  about  windicate,  Prof.,  but  about  that  editorial. 
He  says  it's  a  hot  one. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
Well  what  of  that? 
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S(  KAi;<i. 

He  says  you'll  sure  get  law-suited  for  it. 

PKOF.  STKATTON. 
Sued  for  libel,  you  mean. 

SCRAGG. 
Yes.  I  guess  that's  it ;  anyhow,  he  wants  to  see  you. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
Tell  him  that  I  can't  see  him  just  now. 

SCRAGG. 
Yes,  sir. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

And,  Scragg,  tell  him  I  know  what  I'm  about. 

SCRAGG. 
I'll  bet  my  life  on  that,  Prof. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Tell  him  not  to  lose  his  nerve,  Scragg.  I'll  stand 
for  every  word  of  it.  Do  you  understand? 

SCRAGG. 

Yes,  sir,  I'll  tell  him;  I'll  tell  him.  [He  stops.] 
Why,  Prof.,  I  believe  I've  got  more  nerve  'en  he  has. 
[Pointing  to  the  composing  room.] 

PROF.  STRATTOX. 

[Looking  up.]  I  believe  you  have,  Scragg.  And  who 
can  tell — why,  some  day  you  may  be  an  editor  your- 
self-. Some  of  the  best  newspaper  men  have  started  as 
printers'  devils. 
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SCKAGG. 

[Incredulously.}      You're  not   guying  me,  are  you, 
Prof.  ? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

No,  Scragg;  that's  a  fact. 

SCRAGG. 
Then  I'll  be  an  editor. 

PROP.  STRATTON. 

Spoken  like  a  man,  Scragg.     Stick  by  me,  my  boy, 
and  I'll  see  that  you  make  that  promise  good. 

SCRAGG. 
I'll  do  it,  sir. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
Good!! 

SCRAGG. 

[Going.]     And  I'll  tell  Mr.  King  to  buck  up— you 
know  what  you're  about. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
And  that  I'll  join  him  presently. 

SCRAGG. 
[Beaming  all  over.]     Yes,  sir. 

"  [Exit  SCRAGG;  he  re-enters  the  composing  room 

L.] 

[PROF.  STRATTON  takes  up  a  telegram,  then 
pushes  an  electric  button  at  the  side  of  his 
desk,  when  an  electric  bell  is  heard  off  scene. 
An  instant  later  an  operator  comes  down  the 
staircase  L.  and  stands  on  the  platform  await- 
ing orders.] 
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OPERATOR. 
Did  you  ring,  sir? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Send  this  message  off  at  once  to  Chicago,  St.  Louis, 
and  Xew  Orleans,  and  give  me  a  reply  before  two 
o'clock. 

Ol'ERATOR. 

Shall  I  use  the  code,  sir? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
No. 

OPERATOR. 

But  our  competitors  may  pick  the  message  up  on  its 
way. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Who  cares?  We  are  fighting  in  the  open,  and  we 
only  want  the  votes  of  those  who  believe  in  our  meth- 
ods. [He  returns  to  his  desk  and  examines  writing.] 
Send  the  message. 

OPERATOR. 
Very  well,  sir. 

[He  sits  in  his  chair  <nnl  sriids  the  message.  As 
he  operates  his  instrument,  the  electric  flashes 
from  the  indication  coil  light  the  room  with  a 
irt'ird  glare,  and  as  each  spark  appears,  a 
sharp  sound  like  the  cracking  of  a  whip  is 
heard.  A  few  seconds  elapse  when  the  oper- 
ator having  forwarded  the  message,  arises  and 
says.] 
Any  further  orders,  sir? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

No,  lint  when  Mr.  TJnlpli  comes  in,  we  shall  need  you 
again. 
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OPERATOR. 

I  shall  be  in  the  room  above,  sir. 

{He  exits  up  the  staircase  L.] 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[To  DAW  SON.]  Take  this  telegram  to  Mr.  Morton 
and  ask  him  to  indorse  the  answer  on  the  back.  Do 
you  know  where  to  find  him  ? 

DAW  SON. 
I  think  he's  at  Mr.  Arnold's  office. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
Bring  me  his  answer  at  once. 

[DAWSON  takes  his  hat  hurriedly  and  goes  out 
R.] 

Re-enter  SCRAGG. 

SCRAGG. 
Mr.  King  says  he  must  see  you,  sir. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
What's  the  matter  now,  Scragg? 

SCRAGG. 

It's  about  that  editorial,  sir.  He  says  we'll  all  get 
jugged  if  we  prints  it  like  that. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Confound  him,  can't  he  do  as  he's  told?  [He  rises, 
leaving  the  proxies  and  papers  on  his  desk.]  Come, 
Scragg,  we'll  soon  straighten  him  out. 

SCRAGG. 
[Beaming  all  over.]     You  bet. 

[PROF.  STRATTON  hurriedly  enters  the  compos- 
ing room,,  followed  by  SCRAGG.] 
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/','///(•/•   CI;.\\K   mnl   ///x   nxxistiint ,    I'm1. 

PITT. 

[Looking  about  in  surprise.}  No  one  here.  Shall 
we  wait? 

CRANK. 

Of  course.  You  didn't  find  Morton  in  his  office,  did 
you  ? 

PITT. 

N""- 

CRANK. 
\«r  at  the  Exchange. 

PITT. 
No. 

CRANK. 

Then  the  most  likely  place  for  us  to  find  him  is  here. 
The  governor's  orders  were  imperative  for  me  to  deliver 
this  letter  to  Mr.  Morton  or  Prof.  Stratton,  personally. 

PITT. 

I  thought  the  old  man  hroke  with  .Morton  six  years 
ago. 

CRAM 
So  he  did. 

PITT. 
Then  what  can  he  want  with  him  now? 

CRANE. 
That's  the  question,  Pitt,  but  I  think  I  can  answer  it. 

PITT. 
What  do  you  mean? 

CRANE. 

Why,  the  old  man  is  in  for  the  fight  of  his  life. 
These  fellows  here,  with  their  infernal  yellow  journal, 
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have  made  it  too  hot  for  him;  they  have  denounced 
everybody  who  makes  a  dollar  as  thieves,  and  the  pub- 
lic believes  them. 

PITT. 
But  what's  their  game? 

CRANE. 

Why,  to  create  a  strong  sentiment  against  Eodman 
and  elect  directors  of  their  own  selection. 

PITT. 
Do  you  think  they  will  succeed  ? 

CRANE. 

They  are  making  a  hot  fight  of  it,  or  else  the  old 
man  would  not  wish  to  see  Mr.  Morton;  you  can  bet 
your  life  on  that. 

PITT. 
WheAv  ! !     Things  have  changed. 

CRANE. 
Yes,  and  this  damn  paper  is  the  cause  of  it  all. 

PITT. 

Who  would  believe  it.  [Looking  about.]  And  such 
a  miserable  plant  as  this. 

CRANE. 

There's  where  you  fool  yourself,  Pitt.  If  you  had 
not  been  in  Mexico  for  the  past  two  years  you'd  know 
more  about  it  now. 

PITT. 
But  it's  only  a  newspaper,  after  all. 

CRANE. 

This  is  no  ordinary  paper,  Pitt;  it's  the  best  organ- 
ized daily  in  the  United  States.  They  have  a  plant  like 
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this  in  a  dozen  of  the  largest  cities,  and  at  two  o'clock 
every  morning  each  branch  runs  off  its  issue.  The 
total  amounts  to  several  million  copies. 

PITT. 
"\Ylio  directs  its  policy  ? 

CRANE. 

The  old  gentleman  who  sits  at  the  desk  there — Strat- 
ton's  his  name.  He's  the  best  editorial  writer  in  the 
United  States. 

PITT. 
f  In  credulously.]    Xo  ? 

CRANE. 

Yes,  he  is.  All  his  editorials  are  transmitted  by 
wireless  to  their  branch  offices. 

PITT. 
That  beats  me. 

CRANE. 

Yes,  and  this  wireless  outfit  has  beaten  the  old  man, 
for  now  they  are  independent  of  any  of  the  telegraph 
companies. 

PITT. 

[Meditating.]  And  so  they  are  fighting  to  get  con- 
trol of  the  governor's  company,  eh  ? 

[He  crosses  and  stands  before  PROF.  STRATTON'S 
desk,  upon  which  there  are  a  pile  of  papers; 
he  picks  one  up.] 

Hello,  what's  this?  [Reads.]  I,  Cyrus  Brandt,  of 
the  City  of  New  York,  hereby  appoint  Ralph  Morton, 
of  the  City  of  Xew  York,  my  lawful  proxy  and  attor- 
ney to  vote  in  my  name  and  stead  for  directors  of  the 
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Amalgamated  Steel  and  Iron  Company,  at  the  next 
meeting  of  the  said  Company.  Signed,  Cyrus  Brandt. 
[Repeating.]  Cyrus  Brandt!!  [In  surprise.]  What 
do  you  think  of  that,  Chief  ? 

CRANE. 

[Seizes  the  proxy  from  PITT  and  regards  it.]  I've 
suspected  that  fellow  of  disloyalty  for  a  long  time. 

PITT. 

Xow,  you  have  the  proof.  I  wish  you  could  show 
that  to  Mr.  Rodman.  [Picking  up  a  lot  of  proxies.] 
What's  to  prevent  me  from  pocketing  a  dozen  of  these? 

CRANE. 

[Much  excited.]  No,  no,  that  would  soon  be  found 
out.  [Pause.]  I  have  a  much  better  idea.  I'll  give 
them  my  proxy. 

PITT. 
Ha,  ha,  ha !    That  would  be  a  joke. 

CRANE. 
Not  such  a  joke  as  you  think. 

PITT. 

Why  not? 

CRANE. 

Because  it  would  give  the  old  man  a  trump  card  if 
the  election  should  be  close. 

PITT. 
I  can't  believe  he'll  lose,  though. 


"THE  PARTING  OP  THE  IV AYS"  109 

CRAM  . 

[Losin<i  nil  jxiiicnce.}  Hell!!  [Pointing  to 
BRANDT'S  y/m/-//.  |  This  proves  that  Brandt  has  de- 
serted him:  \vh<>  can  say  who  the  next  traitor  will  be? 

PITT. 

[Somewhat  subdued.]  But  suppose  they  vote  the 
jiruxv  von  give  them. 

CRANE. 
Til  take  good  care  of  that. 

PITT. 
What  do  you  mean? 

CRANK. 
You'll  see. 

[Voices  are  heard  in  the  composing  room  L.] 
[Alert. \      Keep  your  eye  on  that  door.      [Pointing 
at  door  L.] 

PITT. 

[Crosses,  opens  the  door  of  composing  room  L.  mid 
peeps  in,  then  says.] 

They're  having  a  hot  argument  about  something. 

CRANE. 

So  much  the  better  for  us.  Have  you  a  blank  prox} 
in  your  pocket? 

PITT. 

Yes.  here.     [Jlmtdx  him  one.] 

CRANE. 

[>'<'/;/•*  I  In'  hln  ill-,  crosses  to  PROF.  STRATTON'S  desk 
anil  Inirrii'dh/  //7/x  it  in.~\  How  many  shares  of  Amal- 
gamated do  you  think  John  Arnold  owns: 
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PITT. 

Why  John  Arnold? 

CRANE. 

Because  I  know  he  has  not  made  up  his  mind  yet 
He's  been  abroad  these  six  months,  and  refused  hi? 
proxy  to  any  one.  Do  you  think  he  owns  ten  thousand 
shares  ? 

PITT. 
Yes,  and  more. 

CRANE. 
All  right.    Here  goes 

PITT. 

[Greatly  excited.]  You're  not  going  to  forge  Mr. 
Arnold's  name,  are  you?  Why,  that's  State  Prison. 
Chief!! 

CRANE. 

[Imperatively.]  Be  quiet,  you  fool !  [He  seizes  the 
proxy  and  hands  it  to  Pitt  to  read.]  Head  that ! 

PITT. 
[Reads  aloud.]     John  B.  Arnold.    Well? 

CRANE. 
Does  that  look  like  his  handwriting? 

PITT. 
How  should  I  know? 

CRANE. 
Don't  you  see  the  trick,  you  blockhead  ? 

PITT. 
No,  I  don't. 
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[Regarding  him  n-ilh  r^//r///;//.J  There  is  no  such 
man  as  John  B.  Arnold.  Mr.  Arnold  has  no  middle 
name. 

PITT. 

[Amazed.]     Well,  what  do  you  think  of  that? 

CKANE. 

[Coolly.]    Here,  you  see  I  place  it  among  the  others. 
H-,  if  they  count  it,  they  will  only  fool  themselves. 

PITT. 
[Alarmed.]     But  they  maty  vote  it? 

CRANE. 

NIL  they  won't,  for  the  old  man  will  call  them  down 
and  contest  the  elections.  [Knowingly.]  That's  high 
finance  for  you. 

PITT. 
[Sarcastically.}     High  finance.     Ha,  ha,  ha! 

[A  noise  is  heard  in  the  composing  room  L.] 

PITT. 
[Chuckling  to  himself.]     He,  he,  he!    High  finance? 

CRANE. 
Hush  ! 

PITT. 
He,  he,  he  ! 

CRANE. 

[Sharply.]  Oh,  get  out,  you  fool;  I'll  manage  this 
myself. 

PITT. 

Very  well.  I'll  go.  [He  passes  toward  the  door  R.] 
Ami  if  T  find  Morton,  I'll  tell  him  you  are  here  waiting 
for  him. 
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CRANE. 

[Impatiently.]     All  right,  all  right,  but  get  out. 

PITT. 
[Passes  out  R.,  laughing.] 

[At  this  instant  voices  are  again  heard  in  the 

composing  room  L.    PROF.  STRATTON  enters.] 

[He    comes   in    hurriedly   from    the    composing 

room  and  stops  upon  seeing  CRANE  standing 

centre  stage.] 

PROF.  ^TRATTON. 
[Surprised.]     Did  you  wish  to  see  me? 

CRANE. 

Eh?    Not  exactly.    I  have  an  important  message  for 
Mr.  Morton.     [Offering  the  letter.] 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Well,  he's  not  here.     [Looking  at  the  letter.]    Do  you 
know  the  purport  of  this  letter? 

CRANE. 

Yes,  sir.    Mr.  Rodman  wishes  to  see  Mr.  Morton  be- 
fore the  directors  meet  at  his  office  to-day. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Gruffly.]     Well,  if  John  Hodman  wishes  to  see  him, 
he  can  come  here. 

CRANE. 
[Somewhat  rebuffed.}     But — eh? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
You  heard  what  I  said ! 

CRANE. 
Will  Mr.  Morton  be  in  soon? 
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PROF.  STRATTON. 
I'll  havr  him  hriv  in  i<  n  minutes. 

CRANE. 
\  t  TV  well,  I'll  tell  Mr.  Rodman,  sir. 

[Exit  CRANE.  As  he  goes  out  R.  DAWSON 
passes  him  at  the  doorway.  PROF.  STRATTON 
goes  to  his  desk.] 

Re-enter  DAWSON. 

DAWSON. 

[Goes  up  to  PROF.  STRATT"ON  and  hands  him  a  note, 
NO////U/.]     Here's  Mr.  Morton's  answer,  sir. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
Where  did  you  find  him? 

DAWSON. 

At  Mr.  Arnold's  office.     He  was  trying  to  win  him 
over. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
[Surprised.]     Then  Arnold's  back  from  Europe? 

DAWSON. 

Yes,  sir;  he  arrived  this  morning. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

That's  good  news.    Go  back  at  once  and  tell  Morton 
that  John  Rodman  is  coining  here  in  a  few  moments. 

DAWSON. 
What ! !    Rodman  coming  here? 

PROF.  STUATTON. 
[Impatiently.]     Go  and  get  Morton. 
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DAWSOX. 

Yes,  sir.    Yes,  sir. 

[Exit  DAWSON.  He  departs  hurriedly  R.] 
Enter  THE  LEAGUE  OF  JOURNALISTS. 
[As  DAWSON  goes  out,  leaving  the  door  open., 
voices  are  heard  in  the  passageway.  At  this 
PROF.  STRATTON  rises  and  HALL,  BEN- 
SON, BRYCE,  and  SAUNDERS  enter  with  much 
ado.  PROF.  STRATTON  advances  and  greets 
them  enthusiastically.] 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Shaking  hands  ivith  each.}  Good  morning,  gentle- 
men. How  goes  the  campaign  with  your  papers? 

BENSON. 
[Cheerily.]     Oh.  we're  convincing  them  fast  enough. 

BRYCE. 
We  are  getting  the  proxies,  all  right. 

HALL. 

Look  at  these !  [He  hands  PROF.  STRATTON  a  bun- 
dle of  proxies.]  Look  at  'em.  Votes  for  five  thousand 
shares. 

BRYCE. 

Here  are  four  thousand  more.  [Hands  him  a 
packet.]  Oh,  we'll  have  a  majority,  that's  sure. 

•pajtmoo 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
I  hope  so,  but  nobody  can  tell  that  until  the  votes  are 

HALL. 
I'll  bet  we'll  win. 
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BENSON. 

Of  course,  we  will.  The  public  are  with  us.  Rod- 
man can't  hold  his  own  directors  any  longer,  and  now 
that  the  Governor  of  the  State  has  authorized  our  com- 
mittee of  investigation,  they  see  where  the  fight  is  lead- 
ing. 

HALL. 
High  finance  can't  stand  publicity,  Professor. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Oh,  I'm  not  discouraged.  [Softly.}  Rodman  is 
coming  here  in  a  few  minutes  to  meet  Ralph.  , 

BENSON. 

The  devil  he  is? 

PROF.  STKATTON. 
Yes. 

HALL. 
Then  he's  up  to  something. 

BRYCE. 
No,  he's  badly  frightened,  that's  all. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

He  may  be  frightened,  but  remember  it's  votes  that 
count. 

HALL. 
You're  right. 

BENSON. 
Let  us  be  off  then;  time  is  precious. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Yes,  the  success  of  our  campaign  depends  on  our 
holding  a  majority. 
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HALL. 

Oh,  we'll  beat  him  yet.     Come,  boys,  hustle  is  the 
word.     [Going.]     We'll  keep  you  informed,  Professor. 

[Exit  The  League  with  much  ado  R.\ 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
[Resumes  his  duties  at  his  desk.] 

Re-enter  the  OPERATOR. 

[He  conies  down  the  staircase  and  hands  the 
PROFESSOR  a  telegram,  saying.] 

OPERATOR. 

Here's  your  answer,  sir.    Every  shareholder  has  been 
notified. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
Good,  that  was  quick  work. 

OPERATOR. 
Any  other  orders,  sir? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
No,  not  at  present. 

[Exit  OPERATOR  up  staircase  L.] 

Enter  REGINALD  RODMAN. 
[He  is  evidently  embarrassed,  but  advances  and  says.] 

REGINALD. 
Good  morning,  sir. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Regarding  him  over  his  glasses.     Aside.]    Young 
Rodman?    What  brings  him  here? 

REGINALD. 
Has  my  father  called  this  morning? 
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PROF.  STRATTOX. 
No,  but  I  expect  him  here  very  shortly. 

REGINALD. 

[Aside.]     I  thought  so. 

PROF.  STRATTOX. 
What  did  you  say? 

KEGIXALD. 

Oh,  nothing.  How  do  you  think  the  election  Will 
go,  Professor? 

PROF.  STRATTOX. 
I  can  tell  you  that  better  when  the  votes  are  counted. 

KEGIXALD. 

Ah,  yes,  of  course;  but  do  you  think  there  is  any 
chance  of  the  governor  losing  control?  He  seems  very 
much  worried  about  the  matter. 

PROF.  STRATTOX. 
I  don't  know — what  do  }rou  think? 

REGINALD. 

He's  in  for  a  hot  fight.  He  can't  hold  the  directors 
together  this  time — you  know  Cyrus  Brandt  has  de- 
serted him. 

PROF.  STRATTOX. 

[Surprised.]     H-m-m-m — who  told  you  that? 

EEGINALD. 

[Aside.]  He  doesn't  deny  it.  [Aloud.]  Oh,  never 
mind;  you  see  I'm  quite  well  informed. 

PROF.  STRATTOX. 

[Off  his  guard.]  I  can't  understand  why  Mr.  Brandt 
should  tell  yon. 
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REGINALD. 
[Significantly  aside.]     He  didn't. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
Young  man,  what  did  you  come  here  for,  anyway  ? 

REGINALD. 

[Coolly.]  Do  you  think  Mr.  Morton  could  see  me  a 
moment  ? 

PROF.  STRATTOX. 

No,  for  he's  at  Mr.  Arnold's  office  now. 

REGINALD. 

[Gives  a  start  and  says,  aside.]  Arnold's  office — that 
settles  it — I'm  on  the  right  scent  this  time.  He'll  wing 
him  yet.  [Aloud.']  I'll  not  wait. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Rises  and  looks  in  the  composing  room  and  says 
gruffly.]  No,  don't — 

REGINALD. 

[Starts  to  go,  then  hesitates,  stands  irresolute,  then 
says  aside.]  The  governor  is  going  to  lose  the  election 
I'll  bet  my  life  on  it.  Moments  mean  millions !  By 
heavens,  I'll  risk  it.  [Aloud.]  May  I  use  your  tele- 
phone, Professor? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[At  door.]  Yes,  help  yourself.  [lie  enters  the  com- 
posing room  for  a  moment.] 

REGINALD. 

[Seated  at  DAWSON'S  desk,  takes  up  telephone  and 
says.]  Hello,  Central;  give  me  one,  eight,  four,  two, 
Broad —  •  [Pause.]  Is  this  Van  Brunt  &  Porter? 
[Pause.]  Take  my  order  for  two  thousand  shares  of 
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Amalgamated  at  the  market  price,  and  tell  Mr.  Van 
Jirunt  I'll  come  over  directly.  [He  replaces  the  tele- 
phone and  says.}  Thank  you  very  much,  sir.  [He 
turns,  and  seeiny  no  one,  says.]  Ha!  he's  gone  — 
well,  I'm  off. 

I/-,'.///'  UKCIXALD.    He  passes  out  quickly  R.] 
\.\l    till*   inxlunt,    PROF.    STRATTON    opens    the 
door  of  composing  room  and  stands  an  instant 
the  men  at  work,  then  he  re-enters 
as  REGINALD  goes  out.] 


Knter  JOHN  RODMAN. 

[He  is  accompanied  by  CRANE,  who  having 
brought  him  safely  to  the  door,  leaves  him, 
saying.] 

CRANE. 
These  niv  the  offices  of  "The  Standard,"  sir. 

RODMAN. 

\\\\\.  Morton  is  not  here  yet.     Where's  the  Editor? 

GRAN  i-:. 
There  In-  is.  sir. 

RODMAN. 
[Low  to  CRANE.]     Thank  you;  that  will  do. 

[Exit  CRANE  R.] 
PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Look*  iii/  ninl  obxn-ri'x  MIL  RODMAN,  who  seems  to 
be  preoccupied.    Advancing,  he  says  politely.] 

Mr.     Ifcxllllilll.     I     helieve? 

RODMAN. 

Vi  •-.  Mini  you  Mre  I'm!'.  Wilmer  Stratton.  are  you  not? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Yes.  I  have  the  honor  to  be  the  Editor-in-Chief  of 
"The  Standard." 
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RODMAN. 

I  am  glad  to  meet  you.  If  I  remember  correctly, 
you  called  upon  me  the  day  of  the  panic  ? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
Yes. 

RODMAN. 

I  regret  that  it  was  impossible  for  me  to  see  you 
then.  I  could  not  have  seen  my  best  friend  at  that  mo- 
ment. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Oh,  the  matter  is  forgotten,  I  assure  you. 

RODMAN. 

[Kindly.'}  I  am  glad  of  that;  much  has  happened 
since  that  day. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Much  indeed.    Be  seated,  will  you? 

[He  offers  MR.  RODMAN  a  chair,  which  he  places 
centre  stage,  and  takes  another  himself  and 
sits  near  him.] 

Mr.  Morton  will  be  here  in  a  moment. 

RODMAN.  ' 

I  hope  Morton  and  I  shall  be  able  to  come  to  some 
agreement.  It  would  be  to  the  interests  of  all  con- 
cerned if  we  could.  [Bluntly.]  You  know  I  am  an 
old  stager  in  this  business.  I  have  had  to  fight  all  my 
life,  but  the  campaign  you  and  Morton  are  carrying  on 
is  an  unusual  one. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Publicity  is  a  bitter  campaign,  I  admit,  but  it  was 
the  only  weapon  we  had  left  when  you  ruined  Ralph. 
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ROOM  AX. 

I Ic  could  have  been  a  multi-millionaire  to-day  if  he 
had  followed  my  advice. 

PROF.  STRATTOX. 

I  have  no  doubt  of  that,  but  he  chose  to  protect  his 
friends  and  save  his  honor. 

RODM  v  N . 

He  was  always  sentimental,  but  sentiment  never  yet 
produced  success.  How  much  longer  do  you  think  he  is 
going  to  keep  up  this  fight  ? 

[The  door  L.  opens,  and  RALPH  MORTON  en- 
ters. He  stands  eying  RODMAN  an  instant. 
PROF.  STRATTOX  arises  and  looks  in  his  direc- 
tion.] 

• 
PROF.  STRATTOX. 

I  don't  know,  but  here  he  is;  he  can  answer  for  him- 
self. 

RODMAN. 

[Arises  and  looks  at  RALPH  as  he  enters.] 

RODMAN". 
Ah,  there  you  are,  Morton. 

[RALPH  nods  to  him,  crosses  and  takes  the  chair 
offered  by  PROF.  STRATTOX.  who  returns  to 
his  duties  at  his  desk.] 

MORTON. 

So  you  want  to  know  how  much  longer  we  are  going 
to  continue  this  campaign,  eh? 

RODMAN. 
Yes. 
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MORTON. 

Well,  we  are  going  to  keep  it  up  until  we  have 
smashed  the  whole  rotten  system  that  has  made  you 
and  your  friends  rich.  We  are  striking  at  the  root 
now — perhaps  you  can  see  where  the  fight  is  leading. 

RODMAN. 

[Evasively.'}     No,  I  cannot. 

MORTON. 

Then  I  will  show  you.  You  and  your  class  have 
grown  rich  and  great  by  privilege,  but  if  we  wrench 
these  privileges  from  you,  we  shall  put  you  down  where 
you  belong,  here  upon  a  level  of  opportunity  with  other 
men.  [lie  points  to  the  floor.] 

RODMAN. 

Xow,  see  here,  Morton;  I  didn't  come  here  to  argue 
on  generalities,  but  to  try  to  come  to  an  agreement 
with  you. 

MORTON. 
Ha  ! ! 

RODMAN. 
This  campaign  of  yours  is  unfair. 

MORTON. 

I  don't  think  so.  [Forcefully.]  Oh!  You  are  be- 
ginning to  feel  the  lash  of  public  opinion  at  last.  This 
Amalgamated  affair  has  opened  the  eyes  of  the  public 
*nd  now  that  the  people  are  awake,  do  you  imagine  that 
they  will  allow  these  shameful  conditions  to  continue? 

RODMAN. 
Bah  ! !     These  conditions  have  always  existed. 


•////-.  I'ARTING  ()]•   TIU-   U'AYS"  123 

MORTON. 

That  is  not  true  You  liave  constructed  a  tariff  to 
suit  yourselves;  you  have  invented  a  rebate  system  con- 
trary to  law  that  has  reaped  you  untold  millions — 
von  have  perfected  a  system  by  which  the  savings  of 
the  people  are  diverted  into  your  hands,  and  by  trickery 
you  defraud  the  public  of  their  just  dues. 

RODMAN. 

[Amazed.]      Great  heavens,  Morton,  you  don't  pro- 
to  hold  me  responsible  for  all  these  things,   do 
you? 

MOUTON. 

You  are  but  the  symbol  of  your  class,  John  Rod- 
man; your  treachery  precipitated  this  fight;  why  should 
you  complain  at  the  notoriety  you  have  attained? 

ROI/M  \  \ . 
Your  League  of  Journalists  is  responsible  for  this. 

MORTON. 

[Hoihf.]  Yes,  and  they  will  be  your  undoing  as 
sure  as  there  is  a  sun  in  heaven. 

RODMAX. 

You  will  never  live  to  see  that  day,  Morton.  The 
strong  have  ruled  the  world  since  it  was  made;  the 
strong  will  always  rule;  the  weak  must  submit. 

KfORTON. 

Yes,  the  strong  will  rule,  but  the  strong  shall  he  the 
man  with  right  upon  his  side.  [Pause.]  Six  years 
ago  you  thought  I  was  ruined  and  helpless;  to-day  I 
again  dispute  with  you  the  control  of  The  Amalga- 
mated Company:  you  mu<t  admit  there  is  some  irony 
in  this. 
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RODMAN. 

I  do  admit  it;  but  I  deny  that  you  will  succeed. 
[lie  rises.] 

MORTON. 
[Also  rises.]     Time  shall  decide  that. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Also  rises  and  attempts  to  attract  EALPH'S  atten- 
tion, but  RALPH,  with  a  wave  of  the  hand,  passes  him 
and  crosses  L.] 

RODMAN. 

Yes.  \Regarding  his  watch  as  they  cross.]  The 
vote  will  be  taken  at  two  o'clock,  then  you  will  see  your 
mistake.  [Pause.]  Frankly,  Morton,  I  hoped  we  would 
be  able  to  come  to  some  working  agreement  and  cease 
this  useless  struggle,  but  I  see  you  are  as  stubborn  as 
ever.  Tell  me,  what  is  your  real  reason  for  fighting 
me  in  this  way? 

MORTON. 
[Hotly.]     We  believe  we  are  right ! 

RODMAN. 

[Laughing.]     Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

MORTON. 

[Continues.]  Don't  laugh,  for  there  is  a  question  of 
principle  involved  in  this  matter  that  you  seem  to 
overlook. 

RODMAN. 

Nonsense ! ! 

MORTON. 

You  believe  in  the  modern  methods  of  high  finance, 
graft,  trickery,  and  deceit.  We  believe  in  a  square  deal, 
and  if  we  win,  it  will  be  because  we  have  convinced  the 
public  that  we  are  right  and  you  are  wrong. 
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RODMAN. 

Oh!  Ha.  lisi.  ha  !  So  you  are  fighting  for  the  pub- 
lic, eh  ? 

MORTON. 

Yes,  their  cause  is  our  own.  Such  gigantic  enter- 
prises aje  a  menace  to  the  country. 

RODMAN. 

Bosh !  Concentration  is  the  order  of  the  day.  Would 
it  surprise  you,  Morton,  if  I  told  you  that  the  directors, 
their  friends  and  myself,  actually  own  a  control  of  the 
Amalgamated  Company? 

MORTON. 

[Greatly  excited.]  Yes,  it  would,  for  it  is  not  true. 
It  is  not  true. 

RODMAN. 

[Forcefully.]  It  is  true,  and  you  will  find  it  out  to 
your  sorrow.  Then  you  may  go  to  the  public  for  con- 
solation. 

MORTON. 

[Walking  up  and  down.]  I  don't  believe  it;  I  don't 
believe  it.  [He  stops  short.]  And  I'll  tell  you  why. 

RODMAN. 
[Suavely.]     Well,  why? 

MORTON. 

Because  we  have  secured  an  immense  number  of 
proxies  from  our  agents  in  Europe  and  from  people  in 
this  country  whom  we  never  suspected  owned  a  share. 

RODMAN. 
Well? 

MORTON. 

These,  together  with  the  verbal  promises  we  have, 
will  more  than  give  us  a  majority. 
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RODMAN. 

Ha,  ha,  ha !  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  you  count 
on  verbal  promises? 

MORTON. 

[With  conviction.]  Yes,  I  do,  for  there's  a  moral 
force  in  this  campaign.  We've  carried  the  war  into 
your  own  camp. 

EODMAN. 
[Fiercely.]     What  do  you  mean  by  that? 

MORTON. 
That  some  of  your  own  directors  will  vote  for  us. 

RODMAN. 

[Stands  aghast,  but  does  not  speak.} 

MORTON. 

Oh,  they  are  not  all  as  bad  as  you  think  they  are, 
Rodman.  No,  not  by  a  damn  sight ! 

RODMAN. 

[Choi-ing  with  rage.]  It's  a  lie!  It's  a  lie!  I'll 
soon  find  out  who  the  traitors  are.  And  when  I  do,  I'll 
crush  them ;  I'll  have  no  mercy  on  them.  They'll  go  by 
the  board  even  if  they  are  my  best  friends. 

MORTON. 

[Tauntingly.]  Oh,  you'll  crush  them  if  you  can, 
that's  what  you  thought  you  did  with  me.  But  here 
I  am  to  taunt  you  and  hurl  back  at  you  the  lie  that  you 
teach  and  believe. 

RODMAN. 
What's  that? 

MORTON. 

That  the  great  luring  motive  of  this  world  is  selfish- 
ness, and  that  any  one  is  a  fool  who  counts  upon  any- 
thing else. 
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RODMAN. 
And  so  he  is — 

MORTON. 

\Vcll.  you  will  see  to-day  upon  what  a  frail  founda- 
tion you  have  built  your  gigantic  structure.  Already 
it  is  tottering;  soon  it  will  fall. 

RODMAN. 

[Furiously.}  We  shall  see;  we  shall  see!  [Laugh- 
ing vililhj.  he  rushes  out  L.}  Ha,  ha,  ha!  We  shall 
see! 

[Exit  RODMAN  R.] 

[RALPH  stands  transfixed  an  instant;  PROF. 
STRATTON  advances  and  grasps  him  by  the 
hand.  At  this  instant  DAWSON  enters  and 
quietly  takes  his  seat  at  the  telephone  desk.] 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Ralph,  you  should  not  have  told  him  that  some  of 
the  directors  would  desert  him. 

RALPH. 
Why? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
Because  he  may  suspect  Brandt  and  Arnold. 

RALPH. 

I  know  Brandt  has  been  very  outspoken ;  he  may  sus- 
pect him,  but  why  should  he  suspect  Arnold? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Because  I  have  his  proxy  here  for  ten  thousand 
shares. 

RALPH. 

[Dumbfounded.]  That  is  impossible,  for  not  a  half 
hour  ago  he  refused  to  give  it  to  me. 
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PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Seizing   the  proxy  that  he  has  discovered,]     Well, 
how  do  you  account  for  this,  then  ? 

RALPH. 
[Dazed.]     I  don't  know. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
That  is  his  signature,  is  it  not? 

RALPH. 

No,  it  cannot  be,  but  wait  a  moment;  we'll  soon  find 
out.     [Calling.]     Dawson! 

DAWSON. 
Yes,  sir.     [He  rises.] 

RALPH. 

Go  to  Mr.  Arnold's  office  and  say  that  I  must  see  him 
at  once. 

DAWSON. 

[Surprised.]     Yes,  sir. 

RALPH. 

Don't  waste  a  moment !     Go ! !     [He  pushes  him  out 
of  the  door.] 

[Exit  DAWSON  R.] 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
[More  calmly.]     You  think  it  is  a  forgery? 

RALPH. 

I  am  certain  of  it. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
But  why  should  any  one  do  such  a  thing? 

RALPH. 

Oh,  I  could  give  you  a  dozen  reasons — but  never 
mind  now. 
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I'KOI.   STKATTON. 
is  ;i  scrimi<  matter.   Ralph. 

RALPH. 

Yi>.  ami   if  \\v  trace  this  to  Hodman's  crew,  we'll 

lu-at   them. 

PHOF.  STRATT"\. 

They  must  1)0  hard  pressed,  to  descend  to  such  meth- 
ods. 

RALPH. 

They  arc.  old  friend;  this  is  the  time  we  have  them 
on  the  run. 

\Kiilrr  JOHN  ARNOLD,  followed  by  DAWSON.] 

DAW  sox. 
[  tint frhi</.]     Thi?  way,  sir. 

|  Ix   MR.   ARNOLD  enters,   K\i.i-ir  advances  and 
greets  him  cordially.] 

RALPH. 
I'm  <rlad  yoirvo  come,  Arnold. 

ARNOLD. 
What's  the  trouhle  now? 

PROV.  STKATTOX. 

[Advancing.]      We    believe    some    one    forged    your 
name  tu  ih is.      [///•  'hmnJs  liim  the  proxy.] 

Ai;,\OLD. 

\*nr/>n'xt'<l.]     That's  not  rny  signature:  T  have  given 
my  proxy  to  no  one. 

RALPH. 

I  was  puro  of  thaf. 
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ARNOLD. 

[Studying  the  paper.]  Why,,  this  is  a  most  palpable 
forgery.  I  have  no  middle  name — this  is  signed  John 
B.  Arnold. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
Oh! 

ARNOLD. 

Why  should  I  give  it — for  only  ten  thousand  shares, 
when  I  own  double  that  amount? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
[Aghast.]     You  own  twenty  thousand  shares? 

ARNOLD. 

Yes,  I  have  increased  my  holdings  greatly  in  the  last 
six  years. 

RALPH. 
I  thought  so. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Can  you  imagine  who  has  forged  your  name? 

ARNOLD. 

No.    How  do  you  think  it  got  there  ? 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
It  probably  came  in  the  mail. 

ARNOLD. 
It's  a  contemptible  trick  to  invalidate  the  election. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
Do  you  think  so  ? 

ARNOLD. 

I  am  sure  of  it ;  give  me  that  piece  of  paper  and  I'll 
confront  John  Rodman  with  it.  [To  PROF.  S.]  May  I 
keep  it?  [PROF,  looks  at  RALPH,  who  says.] 
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RALPH. 

Yes,  keep  it,  Arnold.  You  are  an  honest  man,  but 
we  are  sorry  to  see  you  in  such  bad  company. 

A  i:\OLD. 
[Sadly.]     And  so  it  has  come  to  forgery  at  last? 

EALPH. 

Y<-.  a  cause  built  upon  treachery  and  dishonesty 
will  never  hesitate  to  descend  to  still  baser  methods  to 
succeed,  until  there  comes  a  time  when  the  whole  rot- 
ten structure  falls  in  a  heap. 

ARNOLD. 
[Almost  inaudibly.]     Yes — yes — 

EALPH. 

\Finnly.'\  Arnold,  that  time  has  come!  You,  too, 
have  conic  to  a  parting  of  the  ways. 

A  KNOLD. 

[Dazed.]  Yes,  yes.  I  thought  I  had  reached  that 
point  six  years  ago. 

KALPH. 
You  mean  when  the  directors  passed  the  dividend  ? 

ARNOLD. 

I  nearly  had  a  majority  with  me  that  day.  I  pleaded 
with  them  not  to  listen  to  Rodman,  but  he  cracked  the 
whip  and  they  all  ran  to  cover  like  a  lot  of  frightened 
chickens. 

RALPH. 
What   happened  then? 

ARNOLD. 

I  saw  that  I  was  alone.  [Sadly. ]  There  was  noth- 
ing to  do  but  bow  before  the  storm. 
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EALPII. 
And  since  then? 

ARNOLD. 

I  have  been  considered  a  dangerous  element  in  the 
directorate. 

EALPII. 

[In  a  kindly  manner.]  But  matters  have  changed 
somewhat  of  late,  have  they  not?  Come,  join  us, 
Arnold.  Let  us  work  together  and  set  this  magnificent 
enterprise  upon  a  solid  foundation  based  upon  honesty 
and  fair  dealing.  Come ! ! 

ARNOLD. 

[Pitifully.]  I  dare  not !  I  dare  not.  He  will  crush 
me;  he  will  leave  no  stone  unturned. 

EALPII. 
What  of  that? 

ARNOLD. 
I  know  him — I  fear  him. 

EALPII. 

John  Eodman  is  only  a  man;  why  should  you  fear 
him?  Do  we  look  as  though  we  feared  him?  [He 
puts  his  hand  affectionately  on  ARNOLD'S  shoulder.] 

ARNOLD. 

[Pleading.]  I'm  an  old  man,  Morton.  I  can't  fight 
like  you  young  men. 

EALPH. 

Then  we'll  fight  for  you,  my  friend.  Give  us  your 
proxy,  and  we'll  take  care  of  the  rest. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Your  opportunities  are  great,  Mr.  Arnold.  A  stigma 
of  forgery  now  rests  upon  the  people  with  whom  you 
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are  associated — who  can  foresee  what,  the  new  develop- 
ment may  be? 

A  I:\OLD. 
|  With  bowed  head.]     I  know — I  know. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
You  cannot  afford  to  be  associated  with  such  men. 

ARNOLD. 

[Takes  oul  ///>•  handkerchief  and  wipes  the  perspira- 
tion- from  his  forehead.]  Yes — I  know  that — but 

[He  hesitate*.  \ 

RALPH. 

( J  i  vo  me  a  blank  proxy,  Professor. 

[PROF.  STRATTON  hands  him  one.    RALPH  rap- 
idly fills  it  in,  saying.] 
You  own  twenty  thousand  shares,  do  you  not? 

ARNOLD. 
[Stands  irresolute,  but  nods  in  assent.] 

RALPH. 
[Handing  him  the  proxy.]     There — 

ARNOLD. 

[Looks  at  it  fearfully,  then  folds  it,  saying,  aside.] 
I  dare  not — 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
Courage,  my  good  man,  courage. 

RALPH. 

Sign  that,  Arnold,  and  you'll  give  John  Rodman  an 
answer  he  can  understand. 

ARNOLD. 

[In  a  trembling  voice.]  He'll  crush  us  all.  He's  a 
hard  man.  No,  no;  I  must  first  be  sure  that  we  have 
majority. 
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EALPH. 

[Joyfully.}  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Well,  my  friend,  I'll  con- 
vince you  of  that  in  short  order  when  I  get  you  at  the 
meeting.  [To  PROF.  STRATTON.]  Call  the  operator, 
Professor. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Presses  a  button  at  the  side  of  his  desk  and  an  elec- 
tric bell  rings  off  scene;  instantly  the  operator  appears 
at  staircase  and  descends,  awaiting  orders.] 

EALPH. 

[Rapidly  to  PROF.  STRATTON.]  Quick,  give  me  those 
proxies;  don't  miss  one  of  them.  [The  PROFESSOR 
hands  him  the  packet.]  Send  this  message  to  every 
one  of  our  branch  offices.  [Exultantly.]  Flash  the 
news  from  Maine  to  Florida  and  from  the  Atlantic 
to  the  Pacific.  "Buy  Amalgamated — it's  a  hundred  to 
one  we  win !"  [He  seizes  his  hat  from  his  desk,  takes 
ARNOLD  by  the  arm  and  says.]  Come,  Arnold;  let  us 
go  to  the  meeting.  There's  going  to  be  a  change  in  the 
directorate  of  The  Amalgamated  Company  to-day.  And 
you  are  the  man  who  will  make  it  possible.  Come ! 

[As  EALPH  and  ARNOLD  pass  toward  the  door 
E.,  PROF.  STRATTON  rises  and  hands  the 
OPERATOR  a  telegram.  He  takes  it,  and  in- 
stantly flashes  the  message.  As  he  does  so  the 
weird  glare  of  the  electric  spark  lights  the 
room,  and  the  curtain  descends  as  the  PROFES- 
SOR sits  intently  watching  the  OPERATOR.] 
[Exeunt  EALPH  and  ARNOLD  R.] 

CUBTAIJ5T. 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE. 

The  ilrairinii-r",!!,'  <//'  MRS.  MORTON'S  palatial  resi- 
ilfiirc,  Hirrrxiili'  Drirr.  Xew  York  City.  The  flat 
at  back  shoius  the  1'iilixaili's  in  the  distance  and 
the  Hudson  River  n-illi  //.»•  traffic  and  myriad  of 
lif/litx  in-  the  foreground.  The  drawing-room  is 
supposed  to  be  located  on  the  second  story  of  the 
residence.  At  the  back  of  this  large  room  is  an 
immense  casement  window,  which,  when  open, 
discloses  a  balcony  with  stone  balustrade  overlook- 
in;/  the  Drive  and  its  concourse.  On  the  right  and 
left  of  this  large  casement  window  are  bookcases. 
Rich  damask  curtains  operating  on  brass  rods  are 
drawn  across  the  windows.  On  the  right  side  of 
the  drawing-room  is  a  handsome  fireplace,  before 
•which  there  is  placed  a  Morris  chair  in.  rich  up- 
hohtt'i'i/.  A  door  on  right,  beyond  the  fireplace, 
leads  to  the  library,  and  a  door  on  left  opposite  to 
the  staircase  and  hallway.  A  table  and  three  chairs 
are  located  left,  and  an  electric  lamp,  shaded  by  a 
handsome  glass  globe,  rests  upon  the  table.  The 
furnishing  of  this  room  denotes  excellent  taste  and 
refinement.  It  is  not  lighted  by  the  old  chande- 
lier system,  but  by  a  number  of  electric  sconces, 
which  are  shaded  by  silk.  These  girr  <t  rich,  warm 
glow  to  the  room. 

TIMK. 

Eight  o'clock,  the  evening  of  the  same  day.     Autumn, 

1909. 

DISCOVERED. 

Mi;s.  Moi.rmx  /'*  xrnlfil  bcfort'  ihr  handsome  fir<'/>!a<-t'  in 
Iht'  Morris  clinir.  an/1  AUNKS  kneels  beside  her, 
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reading  from  a  book  which  she  rests  upon  the  lap 
of  MRS.  MORTON. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
Oh,  how  beautiful;  read  the  passage  again,  Agnes. 

Enter  MARIE. 

[As  MARIE  enters,  MRS.  MORTON  observes  her 
and  motions  to  AGNES,  saying.] 

MRS.  MORTON. 
Wait  a  moment,  Agnes. 

MARIE. 

Shall  we  keep  the  table  set  for  Mr.  Morton?     It's 
eight  o'clock. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

Certainly. 

[Exit  MARIE  E.] 

MRS.  MORTON. 
Will  he  never  come? 

AGNES. 
You  should  not  worn'  so,  Auntie. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
I  can't  help  it,  my  child. 

AGNES. 
The  decisive  battle  was  to  be  fought  to-day. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
Aye,  but  had  Ralph  won  ? 

AGNES. 
I  am  certain  of  it. 
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Mits.  MORTON. 
Thm.  why  dm>  he  not  come  to  tell  us  so? 

AON  KS. 
|  A"  iinlli/.]     Be  patient,  Auntie;  he  will  conic. 

MKS.  MORTOX. 

Yr~:  yes.  [tilu-  motions  to  AGNES  to  continue  read- 
ing.] 

AGNES. 

j  li''inlini/  *  lowly  and  distinctly.]  To  live  content 
with  small  means.  To  seek  elegance  rather  than  luxury, 
and  refinement  rather  than  fashion.  To  be  worthy,  not 
respectable,  and  wealthy,  not  rich.  To  study  hard, 
think  quietly,  talk  gently,  act  frankly.  To  listen  to 
stars  and  birds,  to  babes  and  sages  with  open  heart.  To 
hear  all  cheerfully,  do  all  bravely.  Await  occasions. 
Hurry  never  —  [She  stops  and  looks  up  in  Mi;s. 
MI'KTON'S  face.] 

MKS.   MORTON. 

[Dreamily.]     How  beautiful!! 

AGNES. 

[Repeating.]  Hurry,  never!  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Why, 
even  Dr.  Channing  must  consider  that  a  joke;  cer- 
tainly he  could  not  have  been  thinking  of  Wall  Street 
when  he  wrote  that. 


MORTON. 

N".  my  child;  great  souls  such  as  his  live  in  another 
world  —  far,  far  from  the  madding  throng  that  frequent 
the  money  mart,  the  so-called  world  of  high  finance. 


MAHII:. 
M  \KII-:. 
Dr.  Frederick  Thompson. 
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MRS.  MORTON. 
Show  him  in  at  once,  Marie. 

MARIE. 
He's  coming,  ma'am.     [She  looks  off  L.] 

AGNES. 
[Arising.]     Ah,  now  we  shall  have  the  news. 

Enter  DR.  FREDERICK  THOMPSON. 

[He    enters    gleefully    and    bears    an    evening 
"Standard"  in  his  hand.] 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

[Joyfully  as  he  advances.]  We've  won.  We've  won. 
See,  here  is  the  evening  paper.  Read  it. 

AGNES. 
[Seizing  the  paper.]     Quick,  quick;  let  me  see  it. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

Read  Stratton's  editorial  if  you  want  to  know  all 
about  it.  [Pointing  out  the  article.]  There!!  Why, 
that  editorial  has  made  a  sensation.  Oh,  I  think  Rod- 
man and  his  friends  are  beginning  to  have  a  healthy  re- 
spect for  public  opinion  now. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
Where  is  Ralph,  Doctor? 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

He  and  Stratton  are  coming  together.  I  left  the 
meeting  as  soon  as  the  new  Board  was  formed.  Think 
of  it — I  am  now  a  director  in  the  great  Amalgamated 
Steel  &  Iron  Company. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
[Surprised.]     Indeed? 
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DR.  THOMPSON. 

Sea,  li'iil|ih  is  IVsidi nt,  ami  Stratton  Treasurer.  At 
last  we  hold  control. 

Mi;s.   MORTON. 
That  is  good  news,  Doctor ! ! 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

\.\iii-Kncing.'\  Have  you  no  congratulations  to  offer, 
Miss  Hampton?  Surely,  Kalph's  victory  means  much 
to  you. 

AGNES. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

[Slyly.]  A  wedding,  eh?  A  blushing  bride  in  tulle 
and  orange  blossoms — 

AGNES. 
Yes — it  means  everything  to  me. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 
How  long  have  you  and  Ralph  been  engaged? 

AGNES. 
Six  long  years. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 
Why   have  you  not  been  married  before? 

AGNES. 

Neither  he  nor  1  wished  it  whilst  his  great  purpose  re- 
mained unfulfilled. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 
But  now  that  he  has  won  ? 

AGNES. 

He  will  keep  his  word  [Slowly]  and  the  promise  he 
made  me  the  day  we  became  engaged. 
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DR.  THOMPSON. 
What  was  that? 

AGNES. 

To  withdraw  the  Company  forever  from  specula- 
tion. 

Di{.  THOMPSON. 
Ah!    But  will  he? 

AGNES. 
Yes,  I  am  sure  he  will. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

[Tlieir  conversation  is  interrupted  by  voices  off 

scene  L.] 
Why,  I  believe  that  is  Ealph  now.     [He  passes  L.] 

[Enter  EALPIL  MORTON,  accompanied  by  PROF. 
W.  STRATTON.  They  are  heard  laughing  off 
scene  and  enter  L.,  arm  in  arm,  in  great  glee. 
EALPH  advances  at  once  to  his  mother,,  and 
takes  her  lovingly  in  his  arms  as  she  rises. 
PROF.  STRATTON  crosses  to  AGNES  and  greets 
her  warmly,  then  nods  to  DR.  THOMPSON.] 

EALPH. 

[Exultingly.]  Mother,  mother:  we've  won;  we've 
won.  [She  remains  in  his  embrace  an  instant.] 

MRS.  MORTON. 
[Quietly.]     I've  heard,  Ealph. 

EALPH. 

But  you  cannot  realize  what  this  means  to  me, 
Mother.  It  means  victory,  success.  Success  for  hon- 
esty in — business. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

[Regarding  him  lovingly.]     Yes? 
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RALPH. 

\I!<il>i(lli/.\  Mother.  1  did  wonders  when  I  won  Ar- 
nold over.  Oh,  you  should  have  seen  Rodman  when 
Arnold  and  I  walked  into  the  meeting,  arm  in  arm.  I 
thought  he  would  choke  with  rage.  He  denounced  us 
as  traitors,  until  we  cut  him  short  and  demanded  the 
vote.  M;i.  lia.  ha  !  Why,  he  even  tried  to  challenge  the 
•  •lection. 

Mits.  MORTON. 

What? 

RALPH. 

Oh.  hut  we  had  the  votes. 

Mi;s.  MORTON. 
Well! 

RALPH. 

Then  he  came  over  to  me  and  said:  Morton,  you 
have  heaten  me:  what  do  you  propose  to  do,  now  that 
you  are  in  control? 

Mits.  MORTON. 
And  what  did  you  say? 

RALPH. 

That  I  would  put  the  Company  on  a  dividend-paying 
hasis,  and  treat  every  investor  alike. 

Mi:s.   Moirmx. 
What   did  he  say  to  that? 

II  \i .PH. 

He  actually  laughed  at  me  and  told  me  T  was  a  fool ! 
a  fool ! 

MRS.  MORTON. 
Indeed ! 

RALPH. 

Well,  time  shall   prove  which  of  us  is  the  fool. 
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PROF.  STRATTON. 

You  will  come  out  all  right,  Ralph;  men  like  Rod- 
man can  lose  a  million  and  never  miss  it,  but  when  you 
show  them  to  the  world  in  their  true  light,  they  recog- 
nize that  public  opinion  means  something. 

RALPH. 

Yes,  that's  it — public  opinion.  The  country  is  we&ry 
of  the  graft  and  corruption  that  pervades  all  lines  of 
endeavor;  a  cry  has  gone  up  for  honesty — simple,  old- 
fashioned  honesty. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

The  people  want  a  square  deal ! 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Yes,  and  I  predict  they  are  going  to  get  it.  See 
what  we  have  done  with  our  "Standard"  and  a  few 
thousand  dollars. 

RALPH. 

God  knows  it's  a  great  victory,  but  until  we  have 
Rodman  converted  to  our  ways  of  doing  business  there 
is  danger.  He  is  still  a  power  in  the  financial  world. 
Remember  that. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Not  such  a  power  as  he  thinks.  Why,  see  how  the 
advance  in  Amalgamated  swept  all  before  it  to-day. 

RALPH. 

[Reflecting.]  That  was  something  unprecedented, 
and  what  I  cannot  understand  is  that  the  advance 
started  an  half  hour  before  the  vote  was  announced. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 

[Cynically.]  There  is  no  accounting  for  the  vagaries 
of  the  Stock  Exchange. 
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RALPH, 

[  \\-xed.]  I  beg  your  pan  Ion,  Doctor;  there  is. 
Every  effect  has  a  cause.  1  would  give  a  good  deal  to 
know  who  rushed  the  market  to-day. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

So  you  think  some  powerful  interests  have  been  oper- 
ating with  us. 

RALPH. 

I  am  certain  of  it — but  who  they  were  or  upon  what 
information  they  operated  beats  me.  Why,  even  we 
ourselves  were  not  sure  of  victory  until  the  vote  was 
counted. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

No  doubt  we  shall  learn  the  cause  in  time. 
Enter  MARIE  and  later  REGINALD  RODMAN. 

MARIE. 
Young  Mr.  Rodman  to  see  Mr.  Morton. 

RALPH. 

[Somewhat  surprised.]  I  shall  go  and  see  what  he 
wants. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

[Rising.]  No,  Ralph;  ask  him  up;  Agnes  and  I 
will  go  into  the  library.  Come,  Agnes,  and  bring  your 
book  with  you.  [To  DR.  THOMPSON.]  I  hope  you 
and  the  Professor  will  join  us  in  a  cup  of  tea  before  you 
leave. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
Thank  you. 

DR.  THOMPSON. 
I  shall  be  delighted. 

[Exeunt  MRS.  MORTON  and  AGNES  to  library  R. 
They  pass   into   the   lihmri/   and   MARIE   has 
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started  toward  the  door  L.,  when  REGINALD 
RODMAN  enters.  His  face  is  flushed.,  and  it  is 
evident  that  he  is  slightly  intoxicated.  In  a 
most  effusive  manner,,  he  says.] 

REGINALD. 

Ah,  there  you  are,  Mr.  Morton.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  You 
are  the  hero  of  the  day.  You're  the  real  thing.  Ha, 
ha,  ha  !  Didn't  we  wallop  them  ? 

RALPH. 

Yes,  yes.  [He  regards  him  disdainfully.]  I  fear 
you  have  had  too  much  champagne,  Reggie. 

REGINALD. 
Oh,  we  only  had  a  bottle. 

RALPH. 

[Reprovingly.]  Only  a  bottle?  And  you  came  here 
to  tell  me  that? 

REGINALD. 

Ha,  ha,  ha !  Oh,  dear,  no.  I  came  here  to  thank 
you. 

RALPH. 
Thank  me?     For  what? 

REGINALD. 
For  letting  me  in  on  the  ground  floor. 

RALPH. 
How  so?    I  never  gave  you  any  advice. 

REGINALD. 

[Tauntingly.]  Then,  I  suppose  I  haven't  anything 
to  thank  you  for,  eh  ? 

RALPH. 
[Irritated.]     No,  not  in  the  least. 
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REGINALD. 

Ha,  ha,  ha !    Thai's  a  good  joke. 

RALPH. 

A  joke?     [Aside.}     Pshaw,  he's  drunk. 

REGINALD. 

Yes,  a  joke.     Isn't  Amalgamated  back  where  it  was 
six  years  ago? 

RALPH. 
Yes. 

REGINALD. 
\Vcll,  who  put  it  there? 

RALPH. 
I  did,  as  much  as  any  man. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
Oh,  but  how  about  the  "Standard"  ? 

REGINALD. 
Bosh !  but  who  tipped  the  boys  off  ? 

RALPH. 
The  news  was  public  property  when  we  sent  it  out. 

REGINALD. 

But  the  stock  had  already  advanced  twenty  points. 
Ha,  ha,  ha !    How  do  you  account  for  that  ? 

RALPH. 

[Reflecting.]     That's  something  that  puzzles  me. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
The  young  scamp  knows  more  than  he  will  tell. 
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REGINALD. 

[Tauntingly.}  Ye  gods,  you,  the  captain  and  or- 
ganizer of  the  Amalgamated  campaign,  can't  tell  how  it 
all  happened.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  That's  a  good  joke. 

RALPH. 

[Vexed.]     No,  I  can't. 

REGINALD. 
Ha,  ha.  ha  !    Well,  I  can  tell  you  how  it  happened. 

RALPH. 
[Looks  straight  at  REGINALD.]     How? 

REGINALD. 
You  gave  me  the  tip. 

RALPH. 
Nonsense — 

REGINALD. 

Yes,  while  you  were  thinking  about  the  dear  pub- 
lic, Van  Brunt  and  Porter,  a  few  friends  and  myself, 
went  in  and  picked  up  several  millions.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
That's  why  I've  come  to  thank  you. 

RALPH. 

So  you  rushed  the  market,  eh?  How  did  you  know 
that  we  had  a  majority? 

REGINALD. 

Oh !  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Well,  never  mind.  High  finance 
is  a  great  game,  but  I  am  learning  it  little  by  little. 
You  must  look  out  for  yourself  first,  Morton.  Let  the 
public  take  care  of  themselves,  you  know — 

RALPH. 
You've  been  gambling  on  our  gaining  control? 
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REGINALD. 

[Regarding  him.]  Kh?  [\unrkalantly.]  Oh,  there 
wasn't  inuc'h  of  a  gamble  about  it. 

RALPH. 

Then  you  knew  how  many  proxies  we  had? 

REGINALD. 

N".  but  I  knew  the  governor  was  worried  stiff  when 
I'.r.-iiult  deserted  him.  and  1  knew  that  if  you  could 
win  Arnold  over,  you  had  the  governor  beat. 

RALPH. 

[Hotly.]     And  you  didn't  consider  that  a  gamble   !' 

REGINALD. 

No — not  when  you  know  them  all  as  well  as  I  do. 

RALPH. 

So  that's  it,  eh?  Well,  I  consider  you  an  infernal 
gambler.  Even  I  myself  was  not  certain  that  we  would 
win  until  Arnold  supported  us. 

REGINALD. 

But  he  backed  you  up,  didn't  bf? 

RALPH. 

Yes. 

REGINALD. 

Well,  I  knew  he  would.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  And  yet  you 
call  that  a  gamble? 

RALPH. 

Yes,  an  infernal  gamble.  It's  time  for  decent  men  to 
get  out  of  business  when  a  cub  like  yon  can  make  a 
million  in  a  few  minutes. 

RKGINALD. 
That's  high  finance  for  you,  Morton! 
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EALPH. 

{Furiously.}     High  finance,  eh?    Well,  it's  a  rotten 
game,  when  such  things  can  happen.     It's  time  I  got  . 
out  of  Wall  Street. 

KEGINALD. 

[Alarmed.}  Oh,  don't  do  that,  Mr.  Morton;  don't 
do  that.  We  need  men  like  you  to  look  after  the  in- 
terests of  the  dear  public. 

EALPH. 
While  you  and  your  friends  feather  your  own  nests. 

No,  by  heavens ! ! 

KEGINALD. 

But  every  share  we  bought  to-day  helped  boom  Amal- 
gamated. Didn't  it  ? 

EALPH. 

Yes,  but  if  to-morrow  you  and  your  thimble-rigging 
crowd  could  make  a  dollar  by  fighting  us,  you  would 
sell  us  out  and  laugh  in  our  faces. 

KEGINALD. 

Oh !  Don't  borrow  trouble,  Mr.  Morton.  We'll  stick 
by  you. 

EALPH. 

Ha,  ha,  ha !  Oh,  you  will !  Yet  you've  been  operat- 
ing against  your  own  father.  [Forcefully.}  I'll  drive 
every  Wall  Street  shark  out  of  our  company  or  I'll  quit 
the  game. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

[Advancing  to  EEGINALD.]  How  did  your  father 
take  his  defeat,  Mr.  Eeginald? 

EEGINALD. 
Oh !     He's  sore,  sore,  sore ! ! ! 
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PROF.  STHATTON. 
Docs  he  know  you  have  been  operating  against  him? 

REGINALD. 

.Not  yet. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 

Well,  your  actions  will  not  help  matters  between  you 
and  him. 

REGINALD. 

He  would  hiivc  done  just  as  I  did,  if  he  had  been 
in  my  place. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
I  doubt  it. 

REGINALD. 

Yes,  he  would.  No — I'll  tell  you  what  he's  sore 
about. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
What? 

REGINALD. 
That  editorial  in  this  evening's  "Standard." 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
Oh,  ho ! ! 

REGINALD. 

Yes,  he  told  me  so.  He  said  that  was  the  only  game 
he  couldn't  beat.  Oh,  you  would  be  sorry  for  the  gov- 
ernor if  you  saw  him  to-night. 

[He  walks  unsteadily  up  scene,  wliile  RALPH 
crosses  to  PROF.  STRATTON.] 

RALPH. 

[Earnestly  to  PROF.  STRATTON.]  I  should  like  to 
see  Rodman. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
But  why? 
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RALPH. 

Perhaps  I  can  open  his  eyes  to  the  rottenness  of  our 
present  speculative  methods. 

PROF.  STRATTON. 
You'll  never  do  that.  Ralph. 

RALPH. 

[To  PROF.  STRATTOX.]  Well,  I  intend  to  try.  [He 
crosses  to  REGINALD.]  You  said  a  few  moments  ago 
that  you  were  indebted  to  me  for  the  pile  you  made 
to-day.  [Reginald  nods  in  assent.]  Well,  you  can  re- 
pay me  in  a  very  simple  way  if  you  wish. 

REGINALD. 
[Surprised.]     Eh!    How? 

RALPH. 

By  bringing  your  father  here  to-night — can  you  do 
that? 

REGINALD. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Well,  I  can  try.  [Pause.]  What  shall 
I  tell  him  ? 

RALPH. 
Tell  him  we  wish  to  see  him  on  an  important  matter. 

REGINALD. 

Oh,  that  won't  work.  I  understand  these  matters 
better  than  you  do.  I'll  tell  him  you  have  a  proposi- 
tion to  make  him. 

RALPH. 
Xo !     Don't  lie  about  it. 

REGINALD. 

[Going.]  Well,  you  want  me  to  bring  him  here, 
don't  you? 

RALPH. 

Yes. 
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Then  leave  the  matter  to  me.     I'll  have  him  here  in 

ten  minutes. 

RALPH. 

But  no  lying.  mind  you. 

REGINALD. 

[AV//.V.  lau</lii>i<i.\      Ha.  ha,  ha!     .lust   leave  that  to 
me. 

[Exit  REGINALD  L.] 

I!  i  -<•  ntcr  MRS.  MORTON  and  AGNES  HAMPTON. 
Tlin/  enter,  arm  in  arm,  from  the  library 
right.} 

RALPH. 

[Joyfully.  \      Mother,  mother.   I    have  good  news  for 
you. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
[Luul-inij  n  /i  in  ///x  face.]     Yes,  Ralph? 

RALPH. 

I  exect  John  Rodman  here  in  a  few  moments. 


MRS.  MORTON. 

John   Rodman  coming  here?     I  hoped  you   and   he 
had  parted  company  forever. 

RALPH. 

Yes,  yes. 

Mi;s.  MORTON. 

Then,  why  do  you  wish  to  see  him?     You  and  your 
friends  are  in  control. 

R  \LPII. 

For  the  present,  yes  —  hut  I  am  looking  forward  now 
to  the  future. 

M  i;s.    \[ORTON. 
[.!  ii.i-i'ii/s/)/.}     T  do  not  understand. 
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RALPH. 

Rodman  is  still  a  man  to  be  reckoned  with;  you 
know,  he  owns  over  thirty-five  thousand  shares. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
Well? 

RALPH. 

He  is  very  bitter  against  inc. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
That  is  natural. 

RALPH. 

What  we  have  won  by  force,  must  be  maintained  by 
force,  unless  he  is  conciliated. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
You  will  never  do  that,  Ralph. 

RALPH. 
It  must  be  done,  mother. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
[Pathetically.]     This  fight  will  be  your  undoing  yet. 

RALPH. 

That  is  to  be  seen.  We  are  in  control,  but  we  must 
do  more.  We  must  secure  a  majority  of  the  stock  and 
place  it  where  neither  Rodman  nor  the  bandits  of  Wall 
Street  can  attack  it. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

You  cannot  expect  John  Rodman  to  help  you  after 
the  humiliation  you  have  imposed  upon  him. 

RALPH. 

T  am  not  so  certain  of  that.  He  ought  to  know  that 
the  most  stable  companies  ^,re  not  quoted  on  the  ex- 
change. 
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No,  his  pride  would  not  permit  it. 

RALPH. 

I  can  try.  I  am  determined  to  put  corporation  busi- 
ness on  an  honest  basis.  It  is  the  only  way  to  protect 
the  public. 

M  us.  MORTON. 

I  fear  the  public  is  more  to  you  than  your  home, 
your  sweetheart,  or  your  —  mother  — 

RALPH. 

Ah,  don't  say  that. 

Mi;-.  .MORTON. 
All  !    But  'tis  true. 

RALPH. 

No.  mother,  'tis  not  true.  [Pause.]  I  must  make 
our  company  a  model  to  the  whole  financial  world. 

Mi;s.  MORTON. 

I  hope  you  may,  Ralph,  but  you  owe  something  to 
us.  [Pointing  to  AGNES,  who  has  silently  withdrawn 
and  is  looking  out  of  the  window.]  Have  you  forgot- 
ten her? 

RALPH. 

I  owe  her  everything,  mother.  Why,  she's  the 
bravest  little  woman  in  the  world.  Yes,  and  we'll  be 
married  yet,  but  not  until  this  Amalgamated  business 
is  settled  once  and  for  all. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
[Sadly.]     When  will  that  be,  Ralph? 

RALPH. 

When  Rodman  becomes  a  friend  and  helps  us  fight 
for  honest  business  methods.  [Pause.]  The  men  who 
have  made  this  country  great  must  also  make  it  good. 
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MRS.  MORTON. 
Then  I  fear  the  matter  will  never  be  settled? 

EALPH. 

Yes,  it  will,  mother ;  the  men  of  wealth  must  be  made 
to  do  their  duty,  for  the  great  mass  of  people  are  in- 
capable of  solving  the  grave  problems  that  confront  us. 
When  men  like  Rodman  join  us  and  fight  for  the  right, 
instead  of  the  wrong,  then  we  shall  have  a  better  world. 

MRS.  MORTON. 
[Shakes  her  head  doubtfully.} 

I  !<•-<>  nter  MARIE. 

MAR  IK. 
[To  MRS.  MORTON.]     The  tea  is  served. 

MRS.  MORTON. 

Thank  you,  Marie.  [To  the  others.]  Come,  Doc- 
tor ;  come.  Professor ! 

[They  pass  into  the  Library  R.  MRS.  MORTON 
going  first,  the  PROFESSOR  and  DOCTOR  fol- 
lowing her.] 

[EALPH  advances  toward  AGNES,  whom  he  ob- 
serves at  the  casement  window;  before  lie 
reaches  Tier,  however,  she  turns  and  greets 
him.  As  she  does  so,  she  brushes  her  hand- 
kerchief across  her  eyes  and  tries  to  smile. 
Seeing  this,  EALPH  puts  his  arm  lovingly 
around  her.] 

EALPH. 

Crying?  Why,  this  is  no  time  for  tears.  Come,  my 
little  sweetheart;  we  shall  be  married,  and  that  quite 
soon.  Did  vou  overhear  our  conversation? 


"THE   /'./A'77.V(;  <;/•'  y///:  U'AYS"  155 

A(, 
Yes!     [Lunkiiuj  n ji  in  his  f<tce,] 

RALPH. 

('••inc.  let  us  sit  before  the  fire. 

I'riiri/  r/vj.v.s-  //.  KAUMI  rolls  the  large  Morris 
rlntir  before  the  fire  and  places  AGNES  in  it. 
Hi-  I  In' n  si  Is  n/inn  the  arm  of  the  chair  and 
finis  his  arm  around  her.  Then  looking  in 
her  face,  he  says.] 

\Vhiit  do  von  think,  little  woman? 

AGNES. 

|  Ilisifah's  (in>l  Iliai  s<ii/s  slmrly.]     I  don't  think  you 
.in  win  Mr.   Rodman  over  to  your  way  of  doing  busi- 

BALPH. 

I  think   I  can.  it'  yon  will  help 

Ai.NKS. 

But  how  can  I? 

RALPH. 

I'll  show  you. 

AGNBB. 
Well? 

RALPH. 

[  AV/ym/7//.  1  I  helieve  that  "Rodman  begins  to  see  his 
mistake.  For  the  first  time  in  his  life  he  has  found 
ni on  opposed  to  him  whom  he  can  neither  browbeat, 
cajole,  nor  l>uy.  We  have  beaten  him  by  courage  and 
honesty,  but  our  siu-eess  has  left  him  embittered  against 
OS. 

.V,\  i  -. 

Well  ? 
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RALPH. 

In  business  he  has  always  maintained  that  sentiment 
plays  no  part,  yet  in  his  heart  he  surely  believes  other- 
wise. 

AGNES. 
Do  you  think  so? 

RALPH. 

I  am  sure  of  it,  and  if  you  can  help  to  win  him  to 
our  cause,  you  will  have  accomplished  more  than  we 
all  have  done  in  the  last  six  years. 

AGNES. 

He  has  not  felt  very  kindly  toward  me  since  I  gave 
my  fortune  to  you  to  start  a  press  campaign  against 
him. 

BALPH. 

Perhaps  not,  but  I'll  bet  he  admires  you  for  your 
pluck. 

AGNES. 
Do  you  think  so? 

RALPH. 
Yes. 

AGNES. 

Then  I  shall  try.  [A  noise  is  heard  without.]  Hark, 
I  thought  I  heard  a  cab.  [She  passes  to  the  casement 
window  and  looks  out.]  No,  I  must  have  been  mis- 
taken. 

[She  now  throws  the  window  wide  open,  and 
the  brilliant  concourse  and  Hudson  River 
come  in  view.  The  scene  is  superb  and 
AGNES  says  gleefully.] 

Look,  Ealph;  is  that  not  beautiful?  Come,  breathe 
the  fresh  air ;  it  will  help  to  blow  your  cares  away. 
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[RALPH  follows  her  out  upon  the  balcony.  At 
////.-•  in.^hi nt  a  military  band  is  heard  playing 
in  the  distance.  They  stand  in  view  of  the 
iiiiilii'in-f  nn  instant  and  as  the  music  dies  away 
tli  fii  finss  to  the  right  of  the  balcony,  leaving 
the  casement  open;  by  this  manoeuvre  they  are 
still  "en  scene"  but  out  of  view  from  the 
audience.] 

[Enter  JOHN  RODMAN,  accompanied  by  REGI- 
NALD RODMAN.] 

MARIE. 

[Shows  them  in  from  R.,  and  as  she  does  so,  she 
takes  MR.  RODMAN'S  hat  and  coat.  She  then  notices 
the  open  casement  window,  crosses  and  closes  it,  then 
turns  and  says.] 

I  shall  tell  Mr.  Morton.     [She  enters  the  library.] 

[Exit  MARIE  R.] 

RODMAN. 

[Takes  a  chair,  places  it  R.  C.,  and  seats  himself. 
He  then  withdraws  his  handkerchief  from  his  pocket, 
wipes  his  brow,  replaces  it,  and  sits  with  his  head  bowed, 
his  hands  covering  his  face  in  a  most  dejected  manner.] 

REGINALD. 

[Noting  the  despair  of  his  father,  comes  up  to  his 
side  and  slaps  him  affectionately  on  the  back,  saying.] 
Oh,  buck  up,  dad ;  buck  up.  It  isn't  as  bad  as  all  that. 

RODMAN*. 
[Shakes  his  head  sadly,  saying.]     No,  no 

.  REGINALD. 

Pshaw!  Don't  worry  so.  I've  made  a  pile  to-day, 
even  if  you  haven't. 
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EODMAN. 

[Surprised.}     So  you've  been  speculating,  eh? 

REGINALD. 

[Apologetically.}  Oh,  only  a  little  flyer,  dad,  but 
that  helps  square  things. 

RODMAN. 

[Turns  on  him  sharply.]  No,  it  does  not.  Do  you 
think  I'm  worrying  about  money  now,  you  fool? 

REGINALD. 
[Surprised.]     Oh ! ! 

RODMAN. 

No,  I've  all  the  money  I  want —  -  [Pause]  and 
more.  No,  it's  not  that. 

REGINALD. 
What  then  ? 

RODMAN. 

They've  touched  my  pride.  [Withdrawing  a  copy  of 
"The  Standard"  and  pointing  to  the  editorial.]  They've 
created  a  powerful  sentiment  against  me,  and  to-day 
John  Watts  served  notice  that  I  need  not  expect  him 
to  help  float  any  more  companies.  [Laughing  bitterly.] 
Ha,  ha,  ha  !  What  do  you  think  of  that  ? 

REGINALD. 
[Hotly.]     He's  a  damned  hypocrite. 

RODMAN. 

Of  course  he  is.  Just  the  same  when  the  news  goes 
forth  to-night  that  I've  lost  control  and  am  deposed  as 
president,  we'll  lose  prestige  with  the  big  firms  in  the 
street;  then  we'll  be  cut  socially.  [Laughing  bitterly.] 
Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Do  you  know  what  that  means  ? 
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REGINALD. 

\.Miifli   in>rrinl.\      Yes  !      Yes. 

\.\f  //M'.S-  inniiii'iit  the  case  in  i'  n(  trindtnr  is  ln-nnl 

to  ojH'ti  si  i  if  lit  I  if.  | 
Euah! 

RODM  A  X  . 

|  .  I  risi's  unil  look*   in   fin:  tliirrliun  of  the  casement 
in'nilnir.  nml  set's   If  M.I'll   and  AGNES.] 

REGINALD. 

Dad.  I'll  leave  you  and  conic  hack  after  you  have 
him.  [Pointing  to  MORTON.]  Maybe  he  has 
suggestion  to  make, 

RODMAN. 

[.1  >•*'-.'/  /.v  inn!    UKOINAI.I)  jxissex   i/iiii-ilij  out  L.] 


[RALPH  and  AGNES  now  re-enter  from  the  bal- 
cony, clf>*in</  tin'  niKi'iin'nt  behind  them.  Both 
urr  xM/7/n'.svv/  ,'//  xccimj  Mu.  RODMAN  alone.] 


RALPH. 

[Adnin<-in</.\  Ah!  I'm  glad  you've  come,  Rodman. 
[He  offers  his  hand.] 

RODMAN. 

[Sullenli/  ri'fnsini/.  sui/in<i.\      No.  thank  you. 

AGNES. 

[Now  advances  and  says  cheerfully.}  I'm  glad  to 
see  you,  Mr.  Rodman.  [She  offers  him  her  hand.} 
Won't  you  shake  hands  with  mr?  \I'uns<>.]  You  were 
my  guardian  once,  you  know. 

RODMAN. 

[Docs  not  take  hi-r  Jmn<f.  but  n-ossrs.}  Yes,  and  you 
repaid  me  for  my  kindness  by  giving  your  fortune  to 
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Morton  there  to  start  "The  Standard."     Why  did  you 
do  that? 

AGNES. 
Because  I  believed  he  was  right. 

RODMAN. 

Oh 

AGNES. 
And  because  I  love  him. 

RODMAN. 

Ah !  I  see — an  affair  of  the  heart — a  matter  of  sen- 
timent. [Kindly.}  Well,  I  bear  you  no  ill  will.  [He 
shakes  her  ~by  the  hand.} 

AGNES. 
Why  cannot  you  and  Mr.  Morton  be  friends? 

RODMAN. 

Impossible.  This  afternoon  I  offered  him  peace,  but 
he  refused  it.  To-night  his  paper,  "The  Standard/' 
openly  attacks  me.  No,  we  have  never  been  further 
apart  than  at  this  moment. 

AGNES. 
Oh,  but  there  must  be  a  way  to  settle  this  matter. 

RODMAN. 
I  see  none. 

AGNES. 
I  think  you  both  misunderstand  each  other. 

RODMAN. 

[Sullenly.}     No. 

AGNES. 
I  hope  this  may  not  prove  so.    I  do,  indeed. 


-Till-:  I'.IKTIXU  01''  Till-:  /rJl'y  MH 

RODM  \  N . 

^'i-  -hall 

\Hr-rnli-r   MAI; IK  />«/*(    library  riyht.] 

M  \I;IK. 
The  tea  is  served.  Mi>s  Hampton. 

A.GK 

\Yiil  yon  join   u>.  "Mr.    Rodman  ? 

BODKAN. 

\M.  thank  you. 

[Exit   AGNES  am?   MAKIK;    ihey  pass   into   the 

HI)  run  I  I'.  | 
[Aftt-r  .\<;\i:s  Jms  ptisxi'tj.  out  BODilAX  /«r/i.s  /o 

I  .'A  1. 1- 1 1  "//^/  x////.s'.J 

RODMAN. 

You  wish  to  prc  inc.  Morion? 

RALPH. 

Tnkc  ;i  sent,  will  you?     [He  offers  him  a  chair.] 

RODMAN. 

\('nrUii.\       No.   thank   you.      [They  cross.]      Let    us 
iM  (lo\\n  to  husincss.     Why  do  yon  \vi>h  to  see  me? 

RALPH. 

[SoiiK'irliul  rebuffed.]     I  think  it  is  time  \\v  disc-ai-d 
our  ditVo-ciiccs  and  come  together  on  the  right  ]y<\~\-. 

RODM  \  \ . 

\C'i/H!nilh/.]      You    mean   the  moral   basis   of   "The 
Standard"?' 

RALPH. 

Yes. 
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RODMAN. 

\_Dnjlij.]  Xo,  you  wanted  control.  Well,  now  you 
have  it — go  it  alone,  and  keep  it  if  you  can. 

RALPH. 

I  am  not  trying  to  shirk  my  responsibilities,  Mr. 
Rodman,  but  I  believe  no  matter  is  settled  until  it  is 
settled  right. 

RODMAN. 

What  do  you  mean?  You  and  your  friends  are  in 
control,  are  you  not? 

RALPH. 
Yes. 

RODMAN. 

Well,  what  more  do  you  want? 

RALPH. 
I  want  you  to  join  us  and  support  our  policy. 

RODMAN. 

You  are  joking? 

RALPH. 
No,  I  am  not. 

RODMAN. 

Then  you  have  lost  all  sense  of  humor.  You  don't 
expect  me  to  join  you  and  support  a  policy  that  I  know 
to  be  absurd  after  fighting  you  and  your  friends  for 
six  years. 

RALPH. 

Yes,  I  do,  for  I  am  certain  that  you  believe  in  your 
heart  that  our  policy  is  right. 

RODMAN. 

I  believe  nothing  of  the  kind,  and  the  day  will  come 
when  you  will  have  a  rude  awakening. 
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RALPH. 

What  do  you  mean? 

RODM  \  N . 

You  have  cliosen  to  put  your  faith  in  the  public — 
for  tlif  moment  tlu-y  ;uv  with  you,  hut  they  will  dis- 
card you  and  your  lofty  ideals  the  moment  their  selfish 
interests  are  better  served  by  another. 

RALPH. 

I  don't  believe  it. 

RODM  \  \ . 

Wait   until  the  company  has  a  reverse,  and  you  will 
abundant  proof  of  it. 

RALPH. 

I  hope  not. 

RODM  vx. 

You  will  discover  your  mistake.  [Pause.]  I  want  to 
tell  you  something,  Morton  ;  you  would  not  listen  to  me 
this  afternoon;  perhaps  you  will  listen  to  me  now. 

RALPH. 

[Again  offers  him  a  chair.     This  time  RODM  AX  ac- 
cepts  and  seal*  himself.     RALPH  takes  another  clmir 
mill  sits  beside  him.] 
Well? 

RODM  AX. 

Who  are  these  people  in  whom  you  take  so  much  in- 
terest ?  I  mean  these  stockholders  ? 

RALPH. 

They  are  our  partners — at  least,  that  is  the  way  they 
should  be  considered. 

RODM  \  \ . 

Not  at  all.  They  are  a  mob  who  are  trying  to  get 
rich  without  work.  Will  you  admit  that  there  is  not 
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one  among  the  thousands  of  shareholders  with  intelli- 
gence enough  to  conceive,  much  less  organize,  the  gi- 
gantic trust  that  you  and  I  launched  with  such  success  ? 

EALPH. 

[Shrugs  his  shoulders,  but  docs  not  answer.] 

RODMAN. 
Will  you  admit  that? 

EALPH. 
I  will  not  deny  it. 

RODMAN. 

Ah  ! !  Good ! !  Well,  then,  will  you  tell  me  why  we 
should  be  so  considerate  of  this  mob — what  have  they 
done  to  create  the  wealth  that  we  have  produced  by 
our  genius  and  energy? 

RALPH. 

They  have  loaned  us  their  money. 

RODMAN. 
What  else? 

RALPH. 
Xothing. 

RODMAN. 

Good !  You  admit  that.  Well,  as  far  as  I  am  con- 
cerned, they  are  mere  pawns  in  the  game. 

RALPH. 

And  yet  these  pawns,  as  you  call  them,  have  given  my 
friends  and  myself  control. 

RODMAN.    ' 
Yes,  because  you  promised  them  six  per  cent. 
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RALPH. 

">  •  -.   I   promised  them  that   when  they  invested  and  I 
shall   keep  my  \vnnl. 


Thai  will  (le|)eud  upon  husiness  conditions,  not  upon 
the  stockholder!-.  >  'on  ha\e  a  big  contract  ahead  of 
you.  Morton. 

RALPH. 

1  ;::n  well  aware  of  that  —  and  that  is  \\liy  I  wish  you 
to  join  us.  1  ha\e  ne\er  underest  imated  your  ability. 

RODICAN. 

I  am  glad  to  hear  that. 

RALPH. 

Besides,  you  are  the  largest  single  stockholder  in  the 
Company. 

RODMAN. 

And  my  holdings  suddenly  dropped  upon  the  market 
would  create  a  flurry.  Eh? 

RALPH. 

Yes. 

RODM  \  X  . 

Well,  I  have  no  intention  of  biting  my  nose  off  to 
spite  my  face.  Xo,  I'll  bide  my  time.  Waves  of  re- 
form come  and  go.  human  nature  remains  the  same. 

RALPH  . 
A  cynical  belief  that. 

RODAF  \  \  . 

Perhaps,  but  true  nevertheless.  [Pause.]  Morton. 
I  am  a  much  older  man  than  you,  I  have  seen  more  of 
the  world.  I  could  never  have  achieved  what  I  have,  if 
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I  had  depended  upon  the  generosity  of  human  nature. 
No,  this  is  a  selfish  world  and  he  who  appeals  to  self- 
interest  always  wins. 

RALPH. 

Did  Brandt  and  Arnold  consider  their  best  interests 
when  they  deserted  you? 

RODMAN. 

You  will  admit  they  have  lost  nothing? 

RALPH. 

Bah  ! !    They  acted  from  principle. 

RODMAN. 

Ha,  ha,  ha !  Why,  we  all  act  from  principle, 
Morton.  You  have  your  convictions.  I  have  mine; 
only  there  is  the  distance  of  the  poles  between  us.  That 
is  why  we  never  can  agree. 

RALPH. 

We  can't  agree  because  you  believe  in  man's  baseness 
and  selfishness;  I,  in  his  loftier  generous  nature. 

RODMAN. 

I  am  not  a  philosopher,  Morton.  Tell  me  why  you 
refused  my  offer  this  afternoon? 

RALPH. 
I  Avas  not  in  control  then,  but  now — 

RODMAN. 

It  is  different,  eh? 

RALPH. 

Yes.  [He  arises  and  puts  Ms  hand  kindly  on  ROD- 
MAN'S shoulder.'}  Join  us,  accept  our  policy,  and  let 
us  make  the  Amalgamated  Company  a  monument  to 
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yourself,  for  \\ithout  you  it  \vould  never  have  existed. 
\ Tit n ft<\  |  Rodman,  the  policy  of  the  square  deal  has 
come  to  stay. 

RODMAN. 

ll;i.  ha.  ha!     The  square  deal?    It  seems  to  me  I've 

heard   that    expression  before. 

RALPH. 

You  have. 

RODMAN. 

And  you  believe  that  if  we  accept  this  policy  \\v  shall 
raeeeed? 

1!  M.I'll. 

[  \Yith  conviction.]     I  am  absolutely  certain  of  it. 

RODMAN. 
[Seriously.]     I  wish  I  could  have  your  confidence. 

RALPH. 

The  events  of  the  last  four  years  should  convince 
you  that  we  are  right. 

RODMAN. 

[Hesitates,  then  says.]  Xo,  I  judge  the  future  by 
the  past. 

RALPH. 
That  is  not  always  wise. 

RODMAN. 

Perhaps.  [Pause.]  You  know  I  was  taught  to  be- 
lieve the  ideals  for  which  you  contend — but  experience 
convinced  me  of  my  error. 

i;  M.i-ii. 

f Kindly.}     What  led  you  to  lose  faith? 
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RODMAN. 

Listen  and  I  will  tell  you. 

[RALPH    takes    his   seat    again   while    RODMAN 
speaks.] 

At  an  early  age  I  entered  the  oil  business  in  Penn- 
sylvania. I  was  employed  by  a  large  firm  as  shipping 
agent.  In  those  days  you  will  remember  all  transporta- 
tion was  by  water.  We  shipped  immense  quantities  of 
oil  by  boat  from  Pittsburgh  to  St.  Louis,  and  the  com- 
petition to  that  point  eventually  became  very  keen. 
Well !  I  soon  discovered  that  our  firm  was  being  un- 
dersold, and  as  our  competitors  were  small  firms,  who 
could  neither  buy  nor  refine  the  oil  as  cheaply  as  we 
could — I  determined  to  discover  the  cause. 

RALPH. 

And  what  was  the  result? 

RODMAN. 

I  discovered  that  our  competitors  were  receiving  gen- 
erous rebates  upon  their  shipments,  and  by  these  means 
were  able  to  undersell  us.  I  placed  the  matter  before 
our  firm,  and  they  gave  me  authority  to  act. 

RALPH. 

Well  ? 

ROD^I  \  N  . 

The  upshot  of  the  matter  was  that  I  made  a  private 
contract  with  the  Transportation  Company  that  enabled 
us  to  undersell  every  competitor  in  the  trade. 

RALPH. 
You  outbid  your  competitors? 

RODMAN. 

Yes.  The  result  was  instantaneous — we  secured  con- 
trol of  the  market. 
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If  \U'!l. 

I'.nt   \\  hriv  is  tin'  mural  in  all  this? 

RODMAN. 

I  \\ill  show  you.  Our  competitors  bought  the  freight 
agent.  1  went  them  <>!,<•  better — I  bought  the  President 
of  the  Transportation  Company. 

RALPH. 

Stil!  I  fail  to  see  your  point. 

ROD:M  \  \ . 

I  liinl  h- '  ret o fore  helie\c<l  thai  men  occupying  posi- 
t  LUIS  of  trust  \\viv  beyond  reproach,  but  it  is  not  so. 

RALPH. 

I   am  sorry  to  hear  that. 

RODMAX. 

it  was  a  rude  awakening.     The  argument  of 
self- interest  never  failed. 

If  \ I/PIT. 
You  mean  you  bribed  these  officials  ? 

RODMAX. 

I  prefer  to  say  we  bought  them — and  we  bought 
them  rh< M | >.  As  soon  as  the  success  of  our  Company 
became  known  and  I  was  elected  President  of  a  large 

Trust    Company  in  St.  Louis. 

RALPH. 

And  you  employed  the  same  methods  there? 

RODMAN. 

When  it  became  necessary.  If  legislation  was 
wanted,  we  bought  a  congressman  or  a  senator;  the 
principle  was  always  the  same — we  appealed  to  tlioir 
self-interest. 
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EALPH. 
Then  you  found  your  argument  always  successful  ? 

RODMAN". 

Yes.    "Every  man  had  his  price." 

EALPH. 

And  if  his  price  was  excessive? 

EODMAX. 

Then  we  fought  him. 

EALPH. 

[Ironically .]  Oh!  Then  you  had  to  fight  some — 
times. 

EODMAX. 
What  of  that,  if  you  have  millions  at  your  command? 

EALPH. 
True! 

EODMAN. 

I  became  very  rich.  Then  it  became  less  a  matter  of 
money  than  to  be  ranked  for  my  abilit}r. 

EALPH. 

And  it  was  then  that  you  conceived  the  Amalgamated 
Steel  and  Iron  Company? 

EODMAN. 

Yes,  of  all  my  ventures,  this  was  by  far  the  greatest, 
the  most  magnificent.  To  carry  it  to  unbounded  suc- 
cess was  my  great  ambition.  Why,  I  would  rather  be 
President  of  this  great  company  than  Chief  Executive 
of  the  United  States. 

EALPH. 
You  would? 
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RODMAN. 
"i  •  B.     [.4  long  pa  i 

1;  M.rn. 
Then  let  us  come  to  an  agreement. 

ROOM  \  N . 
[>'*//•///•/>•<•,/. |   What? 

RALPH. 
I  will  retire  from  the  company  in  your  favor. 

RODMAN. 

[Ditinbf'niniled.]     You  offer  me  the  presidency? 

RALPH. 
Yes,  if  you  accept  our  polit -\. 

RODMAN. 

[^titiul*  .-ilcnt.] 

RALPH. 

|  With  conviction.]  Think  what  great  good  a  man 
of  your  ability  is  capable  of.  All  we  ask  is  a  square 
<lr;il:  accept  the  presidency. 

RODMAN. 
But  how  about  yourself? 

RALIMI. 

I  would  be  satisfied  with  a  seat  on  the  board.  I  did 
not  seek  the  presidency ;  it  was  forced  upon  me. 

RODMAN. 
It  was? 

RALPH. 
Yes.    I  do  not  want  it. 

RODMAN. 

You  amaze  me !  \Pause.]  But  if  I  were  to  accept 
you  would  expect  the  company  to  pay  six  per  cent.  Eh  ? 
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EALPH. 

Certainly.     You  know  it  can  be  done. 

RODMAN. 

But  the  public.  They  may  imagine  there  is  some 
sinister  motive  back  of  it  all. 

EALPH. 

At  first  perhaps.     They'll  be  convinced  when 
receive  their  dividends. 

RODMAN. 

[Reflecting.]     I'll  think  it  over. 

EALPH. 

"The  Standard"  goes  to  press  at  twelve.  It  is  now 
nine.  [Both  men  rise;  EALPH  puts  his  hand  on  ROD- 
mans  shoulder.]  Accept,  Rodman.  Come,  let  us  work 
together;  let  us  make  our  company  not  only  the  great- 
est, but  the  best  on  earth.  Let  us  set  it  upon  a  founda- 
tion of  integrity,  without  speculation,  that  shall  be  a 
model  to  the  world.  Then,  when  the  time  comes  for 
us  to  render  our  account,  we  can  say  with  honesty— 
that  we  have  not  lived  in  vain. 

RODMAN". 
[Stands  irresolute,,  but  does  not  speak.] 

RALPH. 
Together  we  cannot  fail. 

RODMAN. 

\IIalf  in  an  aside.]     Yes,  that  is  true. 

RALPH. 

Together  we  need  not  fear  the  fickle  public.  When 
we  have  kept  faith  with  them,  we  need  not  ask  their 
advice. 
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ROD* 

II.  -i.  lia.  Ita  !  Tlir  ad  vie-'  of  tin-  jmlilic?  Nu.  we  don't 
n  .....  1  that  ! 

RALPH. 
We'll  poe-1  a  majority  of  tin-  stock  ami  hold  control. 

ROD.M  A  X  . 

[Jlulf  in  an-  aside.]  Yes,  yes;  the  control  must  be 
absolute. 

I,'  \  !.!•!!. 

It  ran  In-  made  so.  |.l  imii.«r.\  Why  do  vou  hesi- 
tate? 

RODM  \  N  . 

'.  |     Hesitate?     1.  1  /<•/•/.  |     Frankly,  Morton,  I'm 
unprepared  for  your  ii'enerous  offer. 

RALPH. 

Don't  \\OITV  alxiut  that.  Acccjit  and  let  us  end  this 
rtrrnal  feud. 

RODMAN. 
l.ri    UK'  think  it  over. 

RALPH. 

»  ')  rtainly.  \  /'flute.]  Strattoii  \vill  call  the  directors 
tn^.-tli)  r.  and  lict'nrc  the  clock  strik(>s  twelve  we  can 
ha\r  the  matter  ollieially  settled.  [  RM.IMI  xlurts  toward 
tin-  liliniri/  //.  | 


\l)ni-M  nut  tinxn'rr.  Inil  \rtilhs  up  and  doivn.] 


HAMPTON  mlr,-*  i/uirtli/  from  fin-  lihrnrif  R.~\ 
nirn'i's  n  sih-i'r  tmi/  11(1011  irliii-h  l/t<>n'  urc 
hrit  r////.s-  nf  ten.  n  siii/ur  luii-l.  n  ml  n  /itu'r  of 
xiit/nr  Inntjx.  .!.•>•  vln1  rulers.  Ii'vi.m  iitfftx  lif 
•  it  thi'  lihniri/  iloor  uml  >v///\  ' 
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EALPH. 
Has  Stratton  gone  yet,  Agnes? 

AGNKS. 

No,  he  is  still  in  the  library. 

EALPH. 
Ah!    Good.  [RALPH  enters  the  library  R.] 

[AGNES  stands  a  moment  disconcerted,  then 
looking  left,  she  observes  ME.  EODMAN  stand- 
ing alone  in  meditation.  She  advances  toivard 
him  and  offers  him  a  cup  of  tea.] 

AGNES. 

Won't  you  have  a  cup  of  tea,  Mr.  Eodman?  [BOD- 
MAN  preoccupied.]  Just  to  please  me? 

EODMAN. 
{Regards  her  kindly  and  then  nods  in  assent.] 

AGNES. 

Then  come  and  sit  in  this  easy  chair,  and  I  will  serve 
it  to  you.  [She  walks  toward  the  Morris  chair.] 

EODMAN. 

[Complies  mechanically;  when  he  is  seated  AGNES 
brings  a  tabourette  and  places  it  upon  his  left  side.  She 
then  offers  him  the  tea,  which  he  takes  from  the  tray. 
This  done,  she  takes  up  the  tongs  and  drops  a  lump  of 
sugar  in  his  cup.  She  is  about  to  drop  a  second  lump, 
when  he  observes  her  and  says.] 

Oh,  thank  you ;  one  will  do. 

AGNES. 

[She  then  places  the  tray  upon  the  tabourette,  and 
taking  up  the  stool  upon  which  she  was  seated  when 
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l»  Mus.  MORTON,  places  it  upon  the  right  side 
>li;.  II'OU.M  AN.  n-lto,  iio/r  r''i><!-«'d,  sits  staring  into  the 
open  fire.     This  done,  she  says  quietly.] 
May  I  sit  by  you  ? 

RODMAN. 
[Somewhat  awake  it  «  I  from  ///.s  ri'c<ri<'.]     Certainly!! 

AGM  .-. 
|  (  "'////.  |      What  are  you  thinking  about,  Mr.  Rod- 

man ': 

ROOM  A  \  . 

\lt'.-:itir,/iiii/  In')-.}     Would  you  really  like  to  know? 

AGNK-. 
Y<  8,  .indeed  I  would. 

RODMAN. 

Well.  1  will  tell  you.    I  was  thinking  of  my  daughter 
Ivl  i  th.    You  know  you  remind  me  of  her. 


I? 

RODMAN. 

[Sadly.]  Yes.  Ah.  were  she  alive  to-day,  I  should 
have  some  one  to  comfort  me  in  my  old  age  —  some 
one  to  advix-  me  in  my  time  of  trouble. 

AGNES. 

Surely  you  are  not  alone? 

RODMAN. 
Zee  -quite  alone. 

AGNES. 

Your  son   Reginald  is  left  you. 

RODMAN. 

Sea,  I.'-  -inald  is  left  me  —  my  millions  are  left  me, 
but  what  comfort  do  I  get  from  either?  lle-inald  is  a 
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disappointment — and    my    millions —  [He    laughs 

bitterly,]  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Well,  I  hoped  by  means  of 
them  to  achieve  my  ambition.  [Bitterly.]  And  I 
would  have  succeeded  single-handed  and  alone,  had 
not  Morton  crossed  my  path.  [More  quietly.]  Now, 
to-night — i  find  myself  at  "The  parting  of  the  ways/' 
1  must  decide  to-night. 

AGNES. 
[  Surprised.  ]     Decide  ? 

EODMAN. 

Whether  we  continue  the  fight,  or  accept  his  policy. 

AGNES. 

[Alarmed.]  Continue  to  fight?  What  good  is  to  be 
gained  by  it.  [Kin/crty.]  Xo,  you  must  not  do  that. 

EODMAN. 

[Re</« nl in</  her  affectionately.]  I  believe  that  is 
what  Edith  would  have  said. 

AGNES. 

[With  conviction.]  Yes,  yes;  I  am  certain  of  it. 
Join  hands  with  Ealph,  then  I  will  be  your  friend  for- 
ever. Won't  you  let  me  be  your  friend? 

EODMAN. 
[Distractedly.]     Eh  ? 

AGNES. 
Won't  you  let  me  be  a  daughter  to  you? 

EODMAN. 

You  ? 

AGNES. 
Would  you  not  love  me  if  I  were  your  daughter? 
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li' 

.  I     5Tes, 


AGNES. 

Would  you  nut  rumc  and  ask  my  ad\ 

RODM  \  N  . 

AGN 

And  it'  T  were  really  your  daughter,  would  you  not 
let  me  'comfort  yon  when  you  were  sad  and  lonely? 

RODMAN. 
yes. 

AGNES. 

\  fni/>l<»-in</li/.}  Then,  let  me  be  a  daughter  to  you; 
you  will  never  regret  it.  Xo,  never,  never. 

ROOM  \  \  . 

And  if  I  join  hands  with  Ralph,  will  you  be  a  daugh- 
ter to  me? 

AONBS. 

[Joyfully.]  Yes,  yes.  I'll  be  more:  I'll  be  your 
good  fairy.  I'll  open  a  new  world  to  you. 

RODMAN". 

\T<ih'inii  her  Junxl  ninf  Innkimj  «i'<ir<-ltin</li/  in  her 
f'H'i  .\  ^"oll  will  open  a  ne\v  \vurld  to  me?  What  do 
you  mean? 

AGNES. 

Yon  are  rich  —  very  rich? 

RODMAN. 
Yes. 

AGNES. 

Yet   what   pleasure  have  your  millions  brought  you? 


i-8  "THE  PARTING  OF  THE  WAYS'' 

RODMAN. 

[Turns  his  head  aside,  but  does  not  answer.] 

AGNES. 
Xone  —  none,  save  the  pleasure  of  amassing  them. 

EODMAN. 
[Look*  in  her  face,  but  <loes  not  speak.] 

AGNES. 

Let  me  show  you  the  great  possibilities  that  await 
you. 

EODMAN. 
Await  me? 

AGNES. 

STes,  I  will  open  a  new  world  to  you  and  the  glory 
and  honor  shall  be  yours. 

ROOM  A  \  . 
The  honor  mine? 

AGNES. 

5Tes,  yours.     Look  at  the  miracles  Ralph  has  accom- 
plished with  my  small  fortune. 


Only  half  a  million  !     If  I  remember  correctly. 

AGNES. 

That  was  all. 

RODMAN. 

And  you  let  him  risk  every  penny  in  that  paper? 

AGNES. 
Yes;  every  penny  in  '"The  Standard/' 

EODMAX. 

[Almost  in  an  aside,  yet  forcefully.]     And  with  that 
paltry  sum.  they  have  smitten  me  hip  and  thigh.     I 
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can  M-aively  believe  n.  [Repeating  l<>  himself.]  It  i- 
incrcdible.  \.\l»inl.\  Why.  I  have  spent  five  times 
tliat  .-urn  in  Lifttinu  thf  papers  t«>  defend  me.  ['!'» 
AI.\KS.|  And  you  were  quite  certain  tin-  cause  you 
cliaiiijtiiiiicil  was  riidit  ? 


|  ir//A    contnc^ton.]      Alisolutcly  certain. 

liiilt.M  \X. 

(  .  |.s-/»/r.  |       I    have    ne\er   seen    >udi    conviction    before 
ill    one    MI   yoim.ir.       |  I'mtxr.  \       Tliere    llllist    lie   solliet  ll  !  Hi: 

iii  such  faith. 

AcNKS. 

is.  Mr.  IJodniaii.     Oh.  helieve  me  ;  there  is 


The  cause  of  justice  and   truth   is  as  fixed  as  the  Mar-. 
|  .1    iiioiiii'iiltiri/  jiii/isi'.  | 


IfODM  \\. 

And  what  if  I  were  to  champion  this  cause  of  yours? 

A.,\  BB. 
I   -houhl  lo\e  and  honor  you  till  your  <lyin«r  day. 

RODMAN. 

Love  me?  \lli'  (nh-rx  her  Inuid  affectionately  in  /n'x 
own.}  Love.  Oh,  that  is  a  word  I  have  not  heard,  for 
many  a  day. 

AGNKS. 

Vet  we  cannot  live  without  it.  Love  is  the  axis  on 
which  the  world  revolves. 

RODMAN. 

|.  !>•////•.  |  I  have  tried  to  reaxm  otherwise.  Yet 
there  is  something  hen-  \T»in-liin</  his  hcaH\  that  tells 
me  that  all  my  reasoning  is  false.  \Tur>iiiii/  In  A<;\ES.] 
Von  love  Ralph  Morton  ? 


i8o  "THE  PARTING  OF.  THE  WAYS" 

AGNES. 
Yes,  with  all  niy  heart. 

RODMAN. 
And  you  will  marry  him? 

AGNES. 
Yes.  ' 

RODMAN. 
When? 

AGNES. 
When  you  are  his  friend  instead  of  his  enemy. 

RODMAN. 
Then  it  rests  upon  nrv  decision? 

AGNES. 

[With  bowed  head.]  Yes.  [She  arises.]  Listen  to 
the  dictates  of  your  heart. 

RODMAN. 
[Regards  her  kindly.] 

AGNES. 

Then  let  the  better  nature  in  you  assert  itself,  and 
peace  and  happiness  shall  be  yours. 

RODMAN. 

[Wearily.]  Peace — and — happiness  have  never  been 
mine,  but  God  knows  I  need  them  now.  [He  rests  his 
back  upon  the  chair :] 

Re-enter  MARIE. 

MARIE. 
Mrs.  Morton  wishes  to  speak  to  you,  Miss  Hampton. 
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« 

I  shall  culm-  diivrtly.  Marie.     Will  you  excuse  me, 
Mr.  IJ'ulman? 

RODMAN. 
[He  closes  his  eyes  and  says.]     Certainly. 

[Exeunt  MAKII:  and  AGNES.    They  enter  library 
R.] 

Re-enter  !{I-.<;I\ALD  HODMAN. 

[//'•  enters  from  L.  unannounced,  evidently  muck  wor- 
ried and  serious.  Af'ti-r  xlnrhiti  blankly  about  for 
an  instant,  he  observes  his  father  seated  R.  He 
u-alli-x  on1!-  and  puts  /</*  Inuitl  liylitly  on  his  father's 
shoulder.  This  awaki'ii*  Mil.  RODMAN  from  In'* 
reverie.  Thi-n  &EQI1X AH)  says  earnestly.] 

REGINALD. 
Have  VDII  and  Morton  got  together  yet,  dad? 

RODMAN. 
[Sullenly.]     No. 

REGINALD. 

Then  you  had  better  do  it  before  it  is  too  late — the 
-aiiic's  going  against  you. 

RODMAN. 

[Regard*  It i in  in  xitrjirim'.}     Kli? 

REGINALD. 

There's  some  bad  news  about  the  Trust   Company 
that  served  notice  on  you  to-day. 

RODM  \  \ . 
The  South- Western ?    Well? 

REGINALD. 

Their   1'ivsi'li-iit   lias  jii^t   commit! .>il  suicide. 
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Komi  A  \ . 
[Dumbfounded.]     John  Watts  dead? 

REGINALD. 
Yes — less  than  an  hour  ago. 

RODMAN. 

[Deeply  affected.}     My  God,  that's  awful ! 

REGINALD. 

They  say  he  was  in  deep,  dad — been  speculating  with 
the  bank's  funds. 

RODMAN. 

I  do  not  doubt  it.  \l'<in*<'.\  But  there's  nothing 
new  in  that. 

REGINALD. 

Oh,  no.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  That's  high  finance,  all  right. 
But  when  he  couldn't  make  good,  they  threatened  him 
with  imprisonment.  Then  he  blew  his  brains  out. 

RODMAN. 

[Deeply  dejected.]  My  Cod!  My  God!  Specula- 
tion ! ! 

[He  sits  silent  a  moment^  then  jumps  up  sud- 
di'nli/   inn/    looks    REGINALD   straight   in   the 
eyes.      REGINALD    recoil*    init/cr    his    father's 
gaze.] 
Who  backed  you  in  your  speculation  to-day? 

REGINALD. 
[Uneasily.]     Van  Brunt  &  Porter. 

RODMAN. 
Who  was  back  of  them? 

REGINALD. 
How  should  I  know? 
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You  don't  know.  i'li? 

LLD. 

RODM  A  \  . 
NV.-ll.  Til  tt-ll  you.     It   was  .John   \\'.-M 

REGINALD. 

[Incredulously.  \     N<>? 

RODMAN. 

3Tes,  1  tell  you.  I  know  it  for  a  fact.  Take  my 
\\ni-d  tor  it.  \  an  Brunt  \  Porter  will  hi-  mixed  up  in 
this  affair. 

REGINALD. 

[.\Yr/vx  liinivi'lf'  tux/  N/J//.S  <•<><>!  I  //.  \  What  of  it?  I 
don't  o\vc  them  a  cent. 

ROD:M  \  N  . 

NU.    von    won    out    to-day,   hut    if   you    had    lost.   you. 
lijrht   have  heen   ini|ilieated   in  this  scandal. 


REGINALD. 

|  YY/V.s-  It,  IniKjIi  .  lilt  f<niin>L\ 

RODMAN. 

(>h!  Yon  are  not  such  a  fool  hut  thai  you  can  un- 
derstand. Oh,  no.  \\Vifli  power  and  conviction.] 
Well,  this  -anihlini:  has  got  to  stop. 

1  1  1  •:<  ,  i  \  A  I  D. 
Oh!     Poift  lecture  me,  dad.     I  only  play  the  game 

the   wav    von   do. 
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RODMAN. 

[Forcefully.}  No,  you  do  not!  But  there's  going 
to  be  a  change  from  this  day  forth.  I'll  take  ray  oath 
on  that — and  if  you  do  not  give  up  speculation.  I'll 
disown  you  and  give  my  fortune  to  Miss  Hampton  or 
to  charity. 

REGINALD. 

[Amazed.]     Oh,  dad. 

RODMAN. 

[Cold  and  forcefully.]  Yes,  I  mean  every  word — 
every  word. 

REGINALD. 

[Stands  dumbfounded,,  unable  to  speak.] 

RODMAN. 

I  do  not  propose  to  die  disgraced  and  dishonored 
in  my  old  age — your  gambling  will  surely  lead  to  that. 
Besides  I  can  read  the  handwriting  on  the  Avail.  The 
death  knell  of  high  finance  will  soon  be  sounded.  Mor- 
ton is  right.  The  square  deal  has  come  to  stay,  and 
the  men  who  try  to  stem  the  storm  now  will  meet  de- 
feat as  John  Watts  has  done.  [He  walks  up  and 
down.]  Oh!  I  begin  to  see  more  clearly.  [He  stops 
short,  turns  on  REGINALD,  laughs  bitterly,  and  says.] 
Ha,  ha,  ha !  And  I  have  you  to  thank  for  it,  Reggie 
—you. 

REGINALD. 

[Amazed.]     Me? 

RODMAN. 

Yes,  you — you  scamp;  you  fool,  you  gambler.  You 
have  held  the  mirror  up  to  me.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  And  the 
picture  doesn't  please  me.  N~o,  no.  Gambling  makes 
crooks  of  everybody.  [Walking  up  and  down.]  I  wish 
Morton  would  come. 
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I!  u.i-ii. 
|  (',  illiii;/  frn  i,  i   /''•  '/.(      l{<i«lin;in  ;      llndman! 

1,'ol'M  \\. 

That's    his    voice.      [7'o    Hi:<;i  N.M.D.]      Xow,    be   off. 
Wait  at  home  until   1   return. 

REGINALD. 

\  I  >«-.,•<(  :iin!  itnf'.«i*tiii!!.  itlhnr*  Iti*  fatlirr  In  jinxli  him 
ird  ilf  '/'••"'•  1"    II'- 


Ee-enter  K'M.I-I!  Moinox  and  AGNES  HAMPTON. 

\Th>'}i  1'iitrr  unit  in  nnn  frmi,  I/if  library  R.     RODMAX 
ts  Hi'-  ni  centre 


II  ALPH. 

.  Iiixlniaii  :  the  directors  arc  waiting  for  you. 


All!     Good. 

RALPH. 

[Oct'rj<in<'i!.\      Thc-n  you  will  accept  the  presidency 
of  the  Company,  and  carry  our  policy  to  success? 


[With  conviction.]  Yes,  Morton,  for  you  and  "The 
Standard"  are  right.  {Forcefully.}  I  am  convinced, 
and  what  is  more  I  shall  use  the  power  of  my  wealth 
no\v  i«»  secure  legislation  that  shall  prevent  stock  gam- 
bling, and  suppress  by  every  other  means  the  dishonest 
>d<  of  High  Finance. 

RALPH. 

f  \\'!tli  i],'rji  ,-nintiitn.]     Thank  you.    Thank  you.   You 
will  never  regret  it.     |//r  ////-,*  hint  /MX  hand.] 
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AGNKS. 
[Advancing.]     X<>.  not  as  long  as  you  lire. 

l.'AU'll. 

[1T7/0  ntfiiiilx  ccnirt1.  noir  1  urn  ft  1o  AGNES  and 
And  now.   my  brave  little   woman,  when  shall  we  be 
married  ? 

AGNKS. 

[Looks  up  search  in fih/  in  h  !.<  i'y<>.*.]  To-morrow,  if 
you  wish. 

RALPH. 

[Puix  hi*  arm  around  lier  and  says.]  Then  to-rnor- 
row  it  shall  be.  [As  he  still  holds  AGNES  in  a  tight  em- 
brace, he  turns  to  EODMAN  and  says.]  And  as  the 
chimes  ring  forth  the  joyful  news  to  all  the  world  [He 
gives  RODMAN  his  hand  again]  let  us  not  forget  that 
we  stand  no  longer  at  "The  Parting  of  the  Way?." 


CURTAIN. 
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